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A 

COLLECTION 

O F 

OLD BALLADS, 

r. 

RICHARD PLANTAGENET ; a legendary Tale, 

By Mr. Hull. 

Tbi duty of a patient fuimljim to the defllnat'ions of Pra- 
Vidtsct in all vldjfitud,! and affiiaiom of life, ereftrengly 
inculcated in ibefollomng tali. The anther bat added afevj 
nolti to prove the aHual exiftence offuch a ferfon at Richard 
Iflantagetiet, and the chief event of hit life /» bavc been in-* 
conieftabig certain. 

" 'TT^HE worfc is done, the Aru^ure ia complete—' 
^ " LoDg may [hU produce of my humble toil 
'* Uo-iDJut'iTClaad, aod echo long repear, 

•' Round the dear waits, benevolence and Moyle!"* 



• Sir Thomai Maf1«, poireflbr of Eifturell-Plue, in the cdunlj' 

•f Kent, in ihc ftvt i J46, giTE Ridurd PUntageiiet (who for roiny 

Vot.IV. B jeaw 
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$0 RicbBrd fpake, at tic furvey'd 

The dwelling he had mia'd ; 
And, ID the fullnefg of his heart, 

His geit'rous pairoD prais'd. 

Him Moyle o'erheard, whofc wand'ring ftcp 

Chance guided had that way ; 
The workman's mien he ey'd intent. 

Then eameU thus did hy ; 

" My mind, I fee, mifgaTc mc not, 
*' My doubtiaga now are clear, 

•^ Thououghteil not, in poor attire, 
" Have dwelt a meiiial here. 

*' To drudgery, and ferviic toil, 
- " Thou couldft not be decreed 
*' By birth and blood, but thereto tFrought 
" By hard o'er-rultng need. 

" Is it not fo ! That critnfon glow, 
*' That Buflies o'er thy cheek, 

*' And down-caft eye, true aafwer give, 
** And thy tongue need not fpeak. 



yeirs had been hit chitt bricklayer] a piece of ground, and permif. 
fioo to build himfelf a houie thereon. The poem optni juft when 
Rlcturd ii fuppofed to have finillied Ihii talk, EaftwelUFUce hath 
Gncehtcnin the f ofleSoa of the cnli eT WiAcheUea. 

. " Oft 
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" Oft have I mark'd th*e, whqa un'e«i» 
" Thou tliought'll thyfeJf by all, 

" What lima the workman from hi» t»ft 
" The cv'niog beU did call ; 

" Haft thou not Htuna'J cby untaught Himea^ 

" AaJ Co fome fecret 1109k, 
*' With draopiog gaie, Mid nufing eje^ 

" Thy loDcly ftep betook ? 

*' There hath Dot thy attentMa dwelt 

'* Upon the leiter'd pag0, 
•' Loft, as it fcem'd to all befide, 

" Like foroe fequeflet'd fage i 

*< And ipouldft thou not, triih eager Miej 

" The precioua volume hide, 
•* If fudden fbme intruder'B eye 

" Thjr mufmgi hath de&ried ? 

•' 6ft have I, deepiM thou coi^fl exploit 

*' The Greek and Roman page, 
" And oft ha»e yeara'd ta view the themc^ 

" That did thy hours ei 



' But forrow, greedy, griit^ogi coy, 

" Efteems of mighty price 
' Itg tteaCur'd carft^ and lo tbe trorkl 

" The fcantieft Ihane denial § 

B s 
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** All » ibe miier't heaped hoard*, 

*' To him alone coufio'd, 
*' They ferve, u once, to fooihe and pain 

'* The wictchcd owoer't mind. 

" Me had capricious fortune doom'd 

" Thine equal m degree, 
" Long, long ere now, I had defii'd 

" To know thine hiflo/y i 

" But who their worldly honours wear 
*' With meeknefs challe and due, 

*< Decline to aH, leH the requeH 
" Should bear comnundment'i hue. 

'* Yet now thy tongue bath fpoke aloud 

" Thy grateful piety, 
" No longer be thy fioty kept 

" In painful leciecy. . 

*■ Give me to icnow thy dawn of life ) 

" Unfold, with Gmpte truth, 
*' Not to thy mailer, but thy friend* 

" The promife of thy youth. 

*' Now late in life, 'tii time I weea, 

" To gi« thy labours o'er t 
*' Thy well-worn implemeDti lay by* 

" Alul drudge and toil no more. 
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" Here (lialr thou find a quier refl, 

" For all thy day* to come, 
" And every comfort, that may fer*C 

" T'cndear thy humble home. 

*' Haft thou a wifh, a hope to frame, 

" Beyond this neat abode i 
" la there a good, a higher blifs, 

" By me may be beftow'd ? 

" Is there within thine aged breafl 

" The fmalleft aching void f 
" Give me to know thy longings all, 

" And fee them all fupply'd. 

" AH I entreat, in lieu, it this, 
" Unfold, with fimple truth, 
•• Not to thy mafter, but thy friend, 
." The promife of thy youih." 

So genVous Moyle intent befpalte 

Tfae lotig- enduring man*. 
Who rait'd, at length, his drooping head, 

And, fighing, thus began. 



* The time of Ri^hard'i fervice at E all we f I -Place vas near 
6ityy«r<, 



Bj 
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Richard Flantsgenet racitctb bh Tale. 



HARD tatk to any, but tbyMf, ro lell 

The ftory of my birth add treach'rous fate. 

Or paint the tumults in my breaftthat fwell, 
At recoUe^ioQ of my inifiAt fiate. 

Oft have I labour'd to forget my bitrb. 

And check'ii remembrmnce, when, in crusl wift, 

From time's abyfs (fce would the tale drawfonh. 
And place my former felf before iBy eyes. 

yei I complain not. tho* 'I fee! a\itw, 

All as I fpeak, fell fortune's bitter fpito, . 

Who ODce fet affluencct grandeur, ia my vieiv. 

Then chutlifh fnatch'd ifaem from my cheated tight. 

And yet it may be— .is— nay, m«ft be'beft, 

Whaie'er heav'n's righteous law* for man ordilii j 
' Weak man ! who lets otie figh iiivade his breafl, 
For eaithly grandetir, fugitive as vaia ] 

perchance contentment had not been my mate, 

If in exalted life my feet had trod. 
Or my hands borne, in tranlitory fiate, 

^hc Tiftot'? [rtincheoD, or the ruler's rod. 
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~My courfe, perchance, had been one daszling glare 
Of fplendid pride, and I io tsIo had fought 
The quiet comforts of (hit bumble fphere, 
Reft usdifturb'd, and reafon's tranquil thought. . 

But whither roam IP O ! forgive, my kinJ, 
My honour'd lord, this undcfign'd delay, 

ForgWe, while ia my new-awaken'd mind 

A thoufand vague ideaa fondly play. > ' 

Enough!— they're flown—and now my tonjrue prcparet. 
Thou fource of every good by me poffcft, 

To pour a tale into thy wond'ring can, 

FuH • ihree-fcore years clofe lock'd within ray breafl. 

Of thofc care-woven, loag-protrafled yeate. 
Some Hxteen fummers pafs'd obfcurely on, 

A itranger lo the world, ita hopes, and fears, 
My name, binh, fortunes, to myfelf unknown. 

Plac'i in a rural, foft, ferene retrear. 

With a deep-leani'd divine I l.dJ ^bode. 

Who fought, by pious laws and condii£l mecr. 
The way to immortality and GoJ. 



• At the tiniE of this reUtlon, Richard is fnppofeJ to be nigh 
fourfcote ye»n of age j but he did not become acquiinted with hii 
own llory, (111 he WM near twenty ; probably, in hii fixteinlb ec 
feventeenlh year, 

B+ By 
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By him inllru^ted, I attain'd the fwect, 

The precioui bledingt that fron) learaiag fiowi 

He fann'd in my young breall the genial heat. 
Thai ^ids ih' espaadicig miod with ardour glovt 

^e taught me with delighted e)'e'to trace 
The comely beauties of the Mantuan page, 

Eur^ptur'J mix with Tully's polifh'd grace, 
Or catch the flame oi Homei't martial rage. 

Jfor ttopt he there, preceptor etccUrnt, 
Nor deem'd that wiTdom lay in books alone, 

Put would explain what moral virtue meant, 

And bid us make our neighbour 'i woes out own, 

{leav'n's gequine pity gliU'oing in bli eyeg. 
The fweet! of chanty he would iaflill, 

And teach what blelTednefi of comfort lies 
Jn univerfal mercy and goud-nilU, 

So taught this pinut man, fo thought, fo did, 
Sijuaring hi& aflions to his tenets true ; 

}]is counfcl or relief to none deny'd, 

A gen'ral good, like heav'a'a all^cbearing deiv i 

Thus guided, thus inform'd, thus praftice- drawn, 
In guilelefs peace my Ipring of life was fpent, 

fSy leifure hours I fported o'er the lawn, 
^of knew what reltlefs care or forrow meant. 



A WCT* 
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A cnurteoug firaager, ercr aod anon. 

My kiad inftruftor's due rewtu'd Capply'i i 

3u< Hill my Dame, my birth, alike unlcaownf 
Wrapt in [be gloom gf fecrecy lay bid. 

One autmnn-moTn (the time I well recall) 
That ftranger drew me from my fofc retreat, 

And led my footfteps to a lofty hall. 
Where fiaie and f^lendor feein'd Co hold (heir JctC 

Thro' a long range of fpacious gilded room) 

Dubious I pafe'd, admiring as I went, 
On the nch>woven labours of the Inomg, 

Th? fculptur'd arch, or painted roof intent. 

My guide, at length, withdrew ; wrapt in fofpeoft 
And fear I flood, yet knew not whax I fear'd ; 

When flrait to my apall'd, aflounded fenfe 
A maa of Doi>le port and mien appeai'd. 

His form commanded, and his vlfige aw'd, 

S/fy fpirii fimk as he advanced nigh, 
With flately ftep along the floor he trod, 

Fix'd on my face his penetrating eye, 

The dancing plumage o'er his front wav'd high, 
Thick-lludded ribs of gold adoru'd his veft, 

In fplendid folds his purple robe did ply, 
And royal emblems glitter'd on his breaft, 

( foughe 
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I rought to bend me, but iny limbs rcfiie'd 
Their wonteil office, motionUls and chill ; 

Yei fomewbet, aa the figure I perui'd, ' 
A dubioui joy did in. my miod inAill. 

While tlius I cow'r'd beneath his pierciDg eye, 
He laiT, and (trove to mitigate my fear, 

Soft'ning the frown of harDi aufterity 
In his bold brow, nhkh nature grafted there. 

With fpeeches kind he cbeer'd my finking heart, 
Quefiioii'd me much, and Aioak'd my drooping head; 

Yet hit whole mind he feem'd not to impart, 
His looks implied more than his ipeectiei laid, 

A broidet'd purfe, which wngbty feem'd with gold. 
He gave me then, and kindly piefs'd my hand t 

And thus awhile did flay me in his hold, 
And on my face did meditating fiand. 

Hii foul work'd hugely, and hia bofom fwell'd, 
As though fome mighty thing he yearn'd to fay, 

But (with indignant pride the thought rcpell'd) 
He flatted, frown'd, and fnaicb'd himfelf away. 

My guide return'd, and re-condufled me 
Tow'rd the abode of my preceptor kind ; 

A man he feem'd of carriage mild and free. 
To tvhon I thought I might unload my mind. 



r. .HiT,G(H1'{lc 



OLD BALLADS. -ji 

WSchoutrcfcirel toM Him ^1 that pa&'d. 

Striving, by rniitet hts confidence to gain ( 
Theo my eoquirie* ftank before him dH, 

Hoping (bne ktKHrledge of m^felf I'aitaio. 

I alk'd what woDiTroue caufe, fct uhdifcry'il, 
^^g'd him hit [iine and zeal for me t' employ | 

^□d why that man of dtgaity aiNl pnde 
Had'dcign'd faisnmtce oo a ftrat^^-bty, 

Confua'd, yet undirpleBfi'd.my gaidt appear'd, 

Naught he divulg'd (iho' much he feem'd to know), 

Save this, whicli he wiih eamell look aveir'd, 
<* Mo obligBtion, youth, to me you: owe; 

*' I do but what my.'|>1ace imi duiylMd', 

*' V/ith me no kindred-drop^ of blood you Ihaw, 

X Yet (bard to tell !) your birth mufi (till be hid ; - 
" Enquire no £iriher— honour bids, forbear.'' 

Thu9.hei%prav'd, yoE'did.it mitli a look, 

Aa tbo' be. pitted niy {eafsiiont Iceen ; 
Fatieut I bow'd me to hie mild rebuke. 

And ptedg'd obedience^ tvith (ubmiflive mien. 

He left me ,at tnjr .tator's foft abode, • 

And paniog'blBfird'me byiheboly ci^tftt ' 

My heart wax'd fad, a» bere-trae'd the road, 
And fcem.'d'W!hiveifufl«in'a-forac migbty lofs, 
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£ut foon tumultuons (houghtt beg»D give wa^, 
LuU'd by the voice of my pfeceptor fage j 

Unquiet bofoms he could well allay, 

mi looki Eoult] fofccfl, and hit worda affuage. 

Unruly cure from him was far reraot'd. 

Grief's wiUeft muTmur* at his breath would cealc ; 
O I in his btamctefi life haw well be prov'd 

The houfe of gaodnefi is the houfe of peace ! 

Here I again enjoy'd my fweet repoft, . 

And taughi my heart, with pious wifdom fill'd, 
No more with iniious throb to feeic difclore 

What lUibborn fate bad doom'd to lie conceal'd. 

But long ibefe food dclnfkms did not lafi, 
Some fterner pow'r my riCog life controul'd. 

My vifionary bopet loo fwifily p»K, 

And left my profpedi, dreary, dark, and cold. 

When rugged March o'er- rulei the growEng yeap. 
Have we not Seta the morn, widi treach'rous ray, 

Sbine out awhile, then infiam dilappear. 

And leave to damp and glofMn the future day? 

So dawn'd my fate, and fo deceiv'd it^ heart, 
Kor wean'd me from my bopet, bm crud tore j 

In one unlooU'd-for moment, bade me part 
Frcoi 3II my comfprti, tQ rctutn tto more. 
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My guide cmoe more arrif'd, tho', as of late, 
Of fofi depurunCDt be appealed aot natv, 

£ut wild iinpatience fluEier'd in hii gait, 

And care aod thought fcem'd bufjr on bii brow, 

*' Rife, youth," h« faid. " and mount ttiit rapid fleetT— 
I argued not ( hia tuddiag firait wa dou ; 

Protid-cf^^ted waa the beaO, of warlike breed, 
Arm'd at aU poi«t*t with rick caparifon. 

We commuu'd not'— fuch heit wai in our fpeed, 
Scantly waub] it allow me pow'r of thought* 

TiU eve, dt:ep.painted with a buroing red. 

To * Bpfwonh field onr psniipg cotir^i braugtic 

Vnto hath not beard of Bofworlh'! fatM plaia. 
Where bale advent'rert did in comptft join 

'Gainfl cfaWs of proweft h^h, and noble flraio. 
And tow'i'd the crcK of Vsrk'a imperial line t 

Now^rerging oh that ineniorable ground. 
Our covfis we llay'd— yet we alighted notf 

Fill'd with aflonifliBieat I gaz'd around. 

While in my glowing breafl my heart grev hot, 

Tbiclc-Haiion'd lentt, extended wide and &r, 
Td th* Btmoft itretch of Gght could 1 behold^ 

And baoocrs tliUt'riDg in the whirling air. 
And archeri trioaly dight, and pranecra boU, 

• Befv/oUSi, in LeifeaerHItf, 
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The finking fun, with richlj-lurKifii'cl gbwv 
Now to his weflern chamber aadc retire^ 

While painted fptaa, quick- fhifiiag to lul fro, , 
Sitra'd all a> fpirat flaom ef hottefl.fite. 

f roni&uoai ToWes fiU'd the Aoating gile. 

The welkin echo«d with tbe Heed'* proud tte^^t 

The banilt oft lurn'd andey'd ikc nieftera rile, 
Waichiag the clofiue of departing d^y. 

Light v^Dtflied now apxe, and twiligfit grey 
With Cp«ed unufuaF guinded «U the grauod. 

The ehiefiaiiK to cbeir ieius,iiad ta'ea tbeir ira/^ 
Afld ccDtioeU tJuck-pafled watch'd BTMnd, 

Ai fable night advanced more and mor^ 
The mingled voices lefien'd by degrect, 

Soundiqg at length, ai, rouad firnie crtggy bore, 
Decreafing murmun of the ^bing feat. 

Now tow'i d the tents awhile we jouraey'd oa 
W"i(h wary pace, iben lighted on the ground, 

Bc-ftiended by the ilara, that Ihimm'riiig fltonct 
And fires, tbai caft a ircmbling gleam arouDd, 

With haHy foot we prefi'd the dewy fod, 
Fie anlwer making to oaeh fiadon'd guard i 

tVhen full before u(, as we onward trod, 
A Dtaritai (atm our further progteft birr'd. 



Be 
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He fcem'd ae iho' he there did lift'ning fiandf 
His face dcep'rouffled in hii folded cloak ; 

Now threw it wide, fsatch'd quick my dubiout tiand, 
And to a Bclghb'iing tent his fpeed betook. 

With gloning crlfflfoa the pavilion flione, 

Refle^d by the lofty taper's ray, 
The polilh'd armour, bright and deft to don, 

Belide the royal couch in order lay. 

The crown imperial gliiier'd in mine eye* 
With various gemi DtigDiGcently grac'dt 

Nigh which, m meant to guard its dignity, 
A weiglKy cuiiclu unlhcuh'd wtt plac'd. 

The chief UDbanoettcd, and drenr me nigh. 
Wrapt in a dcepen'd gloom hit face appear'd. 

Like the darklow'ringc of the clouded fty, 
fire the iug-butfting temper's voice ii heat!d> 

Bevenge, iiopatience, all that madi the foul, 
All that defpair and frenzy's flame infpirei. 

Shewn by the tapers, in his eyes did roll, 
Hot meteon they amid the lelTcr fires. 

Tho* each dark line I could not truly lean. 
Yet thro* the veil of his difVemper'd mieti 

Broke forth a likenefs of thai lofry man, 
Whoyi, whilom, at the pdace I had (eeo. 
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To quell hii feHinga huge he fternly try'd. 
Strong combat holding with hU fighting Toul, 

Crotling himrdf wlih more than earthly pride. 
As iho' from pow'r fupreme he {corn'd controul. 

Atlengili (id parr fubdu'd his troubled breaft) 
On my iinpaiient ear there accents broke, 

(1 pale and trembling a« tW attentive priefi, 
Who wails th' inrpiriogs of hig myllic oak I) 

** Wonder no more why thou art hither brought, 
" The fecret of thy birth fhall now be {hewn i 

'* With glorioua ardour be thy bofom fraught, 
" For know thou art imperial Bicbard'i * Ton. 

" Thy faiher I, who fold thee in my arni9> 

" Thou royal iffue of Phntagenet 1 % 
'* Soon 3B my pow'r hatb qaell'd tbefe loud alarms, 

" Thou (halt be knowD, be honout'd, and be great. 
" Rife 

« Kichard tile Third. 

] Ic mas noT, pnhiipi, be unicceptablc to fame of our readelt^ 
tf »{;lubjain the etymaJofty of thii name, which hu beca bonie 
hyCereral of our Englilh kings. George Biiclc, Efq, compiler of 
llie Life of Richard the Thiid, in Kennet'i HiHory of EngUnd, 
ftp, it raiher Ihauld be called, Piintageoeft, being deiivcd from 
tb« two ^vord), Planta Genefta or Genilta, that ii, Ibe plant Broom. 
It wu lirft given lo Fulke, eati of Anjou, who lived an hundred 
Jeits befiire the Kerman canqucft. He, hniDg been guilty of fome 
UCrlmei, wal enjoiccd, by way of penance, to go to, the 
Holj 
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" Rife from the ground, and drjr thy tlomng tears, 
" To nature's dues be other houra affign'd ! 

" Befet with foei, foUcicude, and carea, 
" Far other tbougble muH doh poflefi the mind. 

" To-morrow, + boy, I combat for my crowo, 
" To ftiield from foil my digniiy and fame : 

" Prefumptuous Richmond § feek» to win renown, 
" And on roy ruin raife hi* upflart name : 

" He leads yon (hallow renegade band, 
'* Strangers to war and hazardous emprlze, 

" And 'gaiaft the mighty chiefcain* of the I:md, 
" Vain and unfkiU'd, a defp'ratc conflia tries. 

Holy Land, and fubniit Co i TeVErc caftigacion. He miWj ac^ui- 
efced, drtfTed himfelf In lowly attire, and, ai > mark of his humU 
Illy, wore a piece of broom in his cap, of which Tirtue this plant 
Iiafymfcol, in the hieroglyphick language ; and Virgil feoms lo 
confirm it, by calling it bamil}i gini^g, the humble btoom. This 
cipiaiion finished, Fulke, in remembrance of it, adopted ihe title 
of Plantagenell:, and lived many yeaii in honour and happinefs. 
His defcendanti acconjingty mberited the name ) «nd many fuccef. 
five nobles of the line of Anjoo not oaly did the faqic, iiai ;ren 
diningui filed thetnfelvet by weaiing 'a fpclg a! broom in their 

f This deciGve battle, which terminattd the eontentrni between 
the houfes of Laocaller ind York, was foughi on Monday, Augu<t 
lid, 14SJ. This interview, confequenlty, was on Ihe pteceJing 
fibbaih-night. 
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«' Yei lince affurancew not gif'n to nian, 

" Nor CBD cv'n kings command th' event of wW, 

*• Since peevifh chance can foil the fubtleft plan 
•* Of human &i11, and hurt our fchetnea in air, 

•' TD-morrow'e fun beholds me conqoeror, 
" Or fees me low among the flaughter'd lie{ 

" Richard fliall never grace a victor's ear, 
<' But gloriout win the field, or glorious die, 

»• But thou, my fon, heed and obey my word ; 

" Seek not to mingle in the wild affray : 
•• Far from the winged fhaft and gleaming fwotd, 

" Patient await the iffue of the day, 

• ' North • of our camp there Hands a riling mound, 
" (Thy guide awaits to lead thee on the way,) 

*' Thence (halt thou rule the profpeft wide around, 
•• And »iew each chance, each movement of the fray. 



• The tncampmenl and aftion were three milea dilUat fiom the 
mwn of BofwoTth, and the place obtained the name of Bofworth 
FieM, fram that niemoribU b>t[le. Camden, in his account of 
Irficefterihire, fayi, " The eiaft pUc* ii fre^uentl)' more and mote 
<• difcoveted by pieces of aimonr, weapons, and other warlike sl- 
'' toutrementi, digged up( and efpeiially a great many arrow- 

" headi were found there, of a loo|, large, and big proportion, far 

tf greater than any now in i)f«." 
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*< If righteoiu fate 10 roe the conqueft yield,- 
" Then Ihall chy noble birth to all be knonn; 

f* Then boldly feek the centre of the field, 
" And 'inidll my hurell'd bande my fon I'll own : 

" But if blind chance, that ftl^J determine 1 right, 
"- Rob me at once of empire and renown, 

•' Be fure thy father'a eyes are clos'd in night, 
" Life were difgracc when chance had reft my crown. 

" No means are left thee then, but inilant flight, 
" In daik concealment mud iliou veil thy head ; 

" On Richard's friends their fellcft rage and fplte 
" His foes will wreak, and fear ev'n Richard dead. 

" Begone, my fon ! Thi» one embrace ! Away ! 

' " Some Ihort refleflions claims this airful night : 

" Ere from the eaft peep forth the glimm'ring day, 

" My knights attend to arm mt for the fight," 

Once more I knelt, he clafp'd my lifted hands, 
Blefs'd me, and feem'd to check a (truggling tear ; 

Then led me forth to follow his commands, 
O'erwhelm'd with tetid'reft grief, fufpencc, and fear. 

What need of more ? Who knows not the event 
Of that dread day, that'defp'rate-foughten field, 

■ Tiic wbolc conciauince of this iClson Is fald ta hav: been but 
two hoors, daring which ihc king'< perTonal braTery v)*> aftanilh- 
iaglr ere at. 

C 3 Where, 
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Where, wiih his wond'rous deed» and prowefs Tpenr, ■ 
By numbers over-pow'rM, my fire was kiU'd ! 

A Ibn no more, what coiirfe was left to treadt 
To whom ajjplv, or whither Ihould I wend t 

Back to my tiror's roi3f> by inflinii led. 
My orphan fooiftepa did 1 peniive bend. 

O'er-ruling fate againlt my withe* wrought j 
That pious man, fnatch'd from this frail abode. 

Had found the bleiling he (o long had fpught, 
The way tp immortality and Cod. 

With flowing eyes I Itft the facred door, 
And with relying heart to heav'n did bend } 

To God my fupplication did I pour, 

To God, the mourner's belt ^i furelt frieot],' 

That he would guide me lo fome fafe retreat. 
Where daily toil my daily bread might earn, 

Where pious peace might foothe ambiiioa'i heat) 
And my (aught heart fublimer ardour learn. 

He heard me— All I afk'd in thee was lenr, 
THou lib'ral proxy of my gracious God ! 

Thou paid'ft my iaduAry with rich content,. 
And giv'A wy weary age this fofi abode.* 

* Richard FUntigeiicC died in December, 1 5 ;□,( the fourth year 
p( Edward [be SiiCb'i reign.l aged 3i ; confequenrfy he enjofcd'hi) 
(iltlc Comfortable retreat baceljr foar yeani 
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f%( wark is dene, theJlriMuTt is cemphlt '■■ — 

Long may the produce of my bumble tffil 
Va-injuT d Jland ! and tcha long repeal. 

Round the dear walls, BcDerolence and Mojle ! 

The following U ftlll to be found in-.ht old reglfttr of the Puilfc 
of Eaftwtll, 

" Ridiatd Plantagenet wis buryed the aid iiyc of December, 
15S0." 

T&i) [aft ploce of intelligence wis tranfmit'ted to the editor by a 
veij fenfible and worthy elergym»n now living, who kindly went from 
Wye to EaOwell, to calleft as many drcumnancei aa be could, to 
confirm the authenticity of this fingular llory. To the tranfcript of 
the legiiter he fubjoined as followi : 

" It is obfenaUe that in the old regiftet there is pnSied to the 
'■ name of every ^rlon of noble blond futh 3l mark » thii, 
" V,--''"' At the ninie of Richard Plintagenet there is the 
"fame marlt, ;and itii the firftihit is fo diliinguinied,) only with 
" thii difference, that there is a line run acrofi it, '''— 'i^l i -^ 
« There is ftill remaining in Eaftwcll park the ruin ot « birild- 
" ing, which, they fay, was his houfe; and ■ well acai it, which, 
" to chi« day, is called Ptantigenet's well. 

" There ia alf^ a tnmb in the wall of Ealtwell church, undti 
" which he is faid tr> be buried; but it appears to me of much older 
" date.'' 

The editor of thli poem holds It incumbent on him to return hi* 
mo[{ grateful thanks to the gentleman who fent him ihefe cutioua 
particular;, (nr the trouble he [ook, and the politenefi of his leitetj 
the whole of which he Ibould he proud to make [ublic, together 
with the name, could he prefume fach a liberty (o be warrantable. 

The editor coojeiturea tht line, which is mentioned tr> run acrofi 
the mark of nobility, tu be what is Diled ia heraldry the bar of 
Uftardy, 

C3 The 
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The C A V £ of M O R A R, the Mao of Sorrowi. 
A legetutary Tale. 

In two Parts. 

£j J. Tall. 

7he charaBiri In the foUavi'tng lah an net renAertS ean- 
fpkueui by thtJpUndur ef riches, w ibt empty glart efbaMrarjf 
titles.— 7he author is htptful the Jiny ht bat luld is *9t iii- 
together unnatural ; btcaiifi, tbaugb ht has taken the liherij-<f 
placing in the laji century fcveral incidtnti which happened 
in the prejent age, yet the forroius which cempofe the life of 
the hermit, are fucb as he bim/elf has once witnejjtd ; for 
the birth of Merar, and the death of hii farents, are almofi 
literally copied from bis ovjn life, and the incident of MariaU 
death is taken from a very felling fiene of •aibich he wat 
tin eye-wimefi : fo that the circumjlance of Merar' s heceming " 
a hermit, and the difctvfy made at lb* ead of the poemi 
are the only imaginary incidents in the fecond part if it i 
and for thife the author can offer no apology. 

Part Firft. 

" TT ERE, Emma, in this lonely grot, 
XX '* Thy wearied limbj awhile repofe; 

" 1 go 10 meet yon warlike Scot, 
*' Whofc thrui'oing horn fo loudly blowe. 

" Here 
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*' Her« reft with Man r in hh cell, 

*' Where wild atnbUioD ne'er anaoyi { 
" For here coDtent and virtue dnwU, 

" Far fiom ibc worid'i tumultuout jayi. 

*' Behold he cotnei from yonder rotk, 

" I lee him wending o'er the plain, 
*' Where the blythe diephcrd feed* hit (ItyM, 

" And fweetly pouri hia artlefs ftrain. 

" Hi> rer'fetkd age will guard thy charmc, 
" Withplealing tales he'll foothe thy ear, 

** Whilft, 'mid the battle's loud alarmi, 

" I boldly pulh my conqu'ring (peu. J 

*■ See in yon vale tay troopi awur, 

" Keen for the field, a chofen band, 
" Who ne'er will feelt a bafe retreat 

" While foei inTade their natire land> 

" Aided by them, I'll Ibon return, 
" With conqueft and with glory crown'df 

" Then why thefc tear* I why doll thou ntotirn ? 
" Why dolt thon dread the trumpet's found i 

" Such founds as thefe exalt the foul, 

" And fit my warriors for the field t 
" Then fmile, my love, thy fears conttoulj 

<' The bold intruders foon Ihall yicltli*' 

C + •• C^«i 
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" Go, Edgar, go,*' fair Emma cried, 
*' I know the ralour of thy arm ; 

*' Go check yon haughty Scotfroan's pride, 
" Whofe trumpcM gi*e the loud alaim. 

•' I know you ne«r fear'd a foe, 
*' I know you neTcr fu'd for peace ; 

" Then brately llrike the 'vengeful bl6w, 
" And let thefe bold incuriiom ceafe,— 

*' Yet whilft thou'n abfent, (hould a fi^h 
" From Emma'i anxious bofom Heal, 

*' Or (hould a tear fall from my eye, 
" And tell too plainly what I feel i 

•' Can I that fjgh, that tear contfoul ^— • 
" AffeAion prompts that tear to fall, 

** And grateful lore, which filh my foul, 
" lofpirei that ligh, snd fweetena all," 

She fpoke, brarc Edgar feized hii fpear. 
And quickly join'd the troop* belov. 

Who march'd along, devoid of fear. 
To meet the faA-adrancing foe. 

With placid fmile and fober pace, 
At length old Morar reachM bit cellj 

Tho' melancholy mark'd his face, 
Hii breaA no boiA'roui paffions fweJI. 
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When beiuteou* Emmaciught hit eye. 
What foft emoiioDi fiUM hit breafi 1 

He fympath'iB'd in every figb, 
And thui the lordy fair addrcfl: 

" Fwr Virgin, whither doft tbon ftray, 
" Along ihii unfrequented road ; ' 
* For fcarce a pilgrim turat (hi* fray 
" To vilit mc or my abode ? 

" And what was he I lately fav, 

" Who march'd fo fwiflly o'er the green, 

" Wiih manly loolii, commanding ave, 
" With flately port, and graceful mein t ■— 

" Hermit," Ibe faid, " that gallant youth 
" It Edgar, fam'd for martial deedi, 

" Wbofe bofom gloirB with love of (ruth, 
<' Whole friendly heart with pity bteedi. 

" Wilt thou attend while I impart 

" By what flrange meana he gun'd my lore, 
*' And how he won my grateful heart 

" Amid the Ihadei of Orlaielham's ffave. 

*' The tale to me ia wond'roui dear, 
*' Ii bricgt my joyfl again to view"— 

The hermit bow'd, well pleas'd to bear, 
And bid the mitid her tale purfue. 
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*■ One day," die bid, <■ I iny'A tioag 
'< The 6aw'ry hunkt of Kona'i flood, 

" Intent to hear the linnet* foog, 
" That ecEo'd from a neighbourmg wOoJ. 

" The cbearful ftepberd tnn'd hii reed* 
** The fporiiTC flocki rejoic'd around, 
" And from the flower'befpangi'd mead 
■ " Iflu'd at once thepleafijig found. 

" Each rural objefl fivectly fmil'd, 
" All nature wore the face of joy, 

*' And louff^I roaro'd 'mid prafpeda wUd, 
'* Wbtlfe ftrangen ui'd not to annoy, 

'* But Ratdiffe'i fon, who long had tried 
" To gain my youthful heart in vaio, 

" Swift from the mountain'i fummit hied, 
*' And met me on the lonely plus. 

" He warmly prefs'd me to be kind, 
" He told me many an artful tile, 

" By which he meant to taint my mind, 
*' Bat all his ana could not pre?ail. 

" At lad he caught me in hit arma, 
" And, fltuggling, ftrore to crown hit fiamt 

" My cries proclaim'd my juft alarmt, 
" And Edgar to my refcue came* 
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*' He heard my ToUe. be oun'd the fwua, 
" la my defence hU [word he drew ; 

" But Edgar drew bii fword in vatD, 
" For o'er the plaios bafe Ratclifie flew.— i- 

" Yet Edgar fwore he'd check hit pride, 
'* He fwore he'd have a juft revenge, 

<* And oft wou'd watch on Noreham'i fide, 
" Where nortblcf* IUtcrk& ut'd to range. 

" And fwore, if e'er he met the youth, 
" Hia bafe, big treacberous heart flioukl feel 

" The fafe-guard of the foldiei'i truth, 
" The point of his aveoging fleel.— 

< I thank'd him for hii friendly aid, 

'* 1 lov'd him for hit dauatleft foul; 
" For while we flray'd beneath the fliad^ 
" A tender figh had often Hole. 

< To Marelham's hall we beat our my, ■ 
" Where oft jpy bonour'd fire refom, 

" Id calm content to pafe the day, 
" Or fiiare the buntftnaa's maoly fport». 

" Edgar, af his retiucll rcnuio'd 

" Three famtner'i dayi in Uarcfliam'i valei i 
'* By feaii of arms my fire he gain'd, 

" Be wed me by hii attlefa talei. 
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** Hf father blefa'd ihe riling Saait, 

" At Hymeo'i (hrine he joiu'ii our handc j 

** And told the youch he then might claim 
" His wealth, hU far-extended lands. 

" But Edgar, with eTprefTive Cmlle, 
** RcfusM the gift my lire defign'd : 

" Be mioe," he faid, " the warrior's fpoil, 
" Be mine the joy thy foes to bind, 

" When the rough Scots, nlth lawlefs might, 
" Vidorioua often, threat the brave, 

" In thy defence let Edgar Bghi, 
** A higher boon he ne'er lliall crave. 

" My father granted his rcqueft) 

" He prais'd him for his maichlels zeal, 

** And warmly prefs'd him to hU brealt, 
" When he xemov'd ff om Marcfliam's rale, 

" Now'ia yoO plain he meete the foe, 
. " I hear the battle's dreadful found, 
*' Hark ! hark I the conqu'ring trumpets blottr, 
** Edgar with glory now is crown'd. 

*' Watch him, ye powers who rule aboTC, 
." Shield hint from all impending harms; 

" Hear, hear the fe/veol prayers of love, 
*< And bring hiip fafe to Emma'a arms."— 



• No, 
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*' No, Emma, no, he'il ne'er return," 
(With fauli'ring voice; a pilgrim faid) 

*' U/ihappy fair, well may'ft thou niourDt 
'■ For Edgar lies among the iJead. 

•' DeTerted by his friends he fell, 

" And left with, me thii dread commanil, 

*' Go, pilgrim, go toMorar'i cell, 
" And girc thii (vrotd to Emina'& band. 

" Tell her, when pale diilrefs Aall fcizc, 
" When flie dcmandi relief in vain, 

(' Thii trofly blade will give her eafe, 
" And quickly banifli all her pain,'* 

*' Gire me the fword,'' fiie wildly faid, 
*' Whsc comet from £dgar mulVbe dcarj 

*' Now let me try the trully blade, 
** I feel diAref*, but know not fear."— • 

She fpoke, Iho lifted up the fleel. 
In vain old Morar caught her band i 

" Forbear," Ihe cried, '■ the paint I feel 
<* From Edgar's fword relief demand." 

With dread intent flie rais'd her arm. 

But Edgar's felf reAraia'd the blow t 
" My lo»e," he cried, " what feara alarm ? 
' tt I've overcome the boiiftful foe." 
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Her lips grew pale, the vildly gsis'd. 
And tifelefi dtopp'd upon the ground : 

Sut fooD again her head Die rai^'d, 
Heai'd a deep figh, and look'd around. 

*' And art thou flill alive !" fbc fald, 

" Do 1 flill prefs thee to ray bmft ? 
** Or art thou an iltufiTe fliade, 

*' Come to difiurb ray proraU'd reft I 

" A pilgrim told me thou vert (1*tn> 

" Defened by tby faithlefs baodt ; 
•' He faid he left thee on the plain, 

*' And brought from tbee tbefe dread commands i 

•• When pale diftreh (ball Emma felae, 

" When (he demand* relief in vain, 
*' Thi» irufly blade will give her eafe, 

*' And quickly batuOi all her paiA." 

** What wretch !" hecried, " wlib lyiog tongue , 

" Told thee n>y brave afToclatei fled i 
*' For boldly they oppoi'd the ftrMig, 

" And Scotland's choicefl warrton bled* 

'* Where is the wretch who told my lore 

■< I fell inglofiout in the field i 
" On him this faithful armlhall prove, 

" That Edgar never fleop'd to yield."— 

Indignaur, 
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Igdignant, thus tvaT4 Edgtr fpokc. 

And caA hit Buy eyei arouod, 
Wbeo he beheld, behind a rocki 

The pilgrim ftrctch'd upon the ground* 

tils bofom glow'd with ruthleft in. 
For boift'roua paSioiu rule the brave f 

He feiz'd the wretcfai wbofe mean attire^ 
From thmt'ned rengeance couLd not fare'. 

He plung'd a digger in hit bread. 

" Let thii," he cried, '* my rage fuffice." 
When lo I the pilgrim (hone caafeit 

Old Ratcliffe's foa in bafe difguifc— • 

*' Edgar," he faid, " 'twas juftly done, 
" For loDg, too long, I've eavied thee, 

" Becaufe that matchlefs maid you won, 
« And gain'd her heart, who flighted me, 

*' A fpy inform'd me, that to-da/ 
•' You went to meet the warlike Scot, 

" And left that belpleri fair, to fiay 
" Till yon return'd, atMorar'a grot. 

" To Morar's grot I fwiftly came, ' 
" For barerbotn paffioni fill'd my mind t 

" But Morar't prefence check'd my aim, 
<* And ftopp'd the crime I firft delign'd. 



" Then, 
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" Then, full of guile, I totd the tale, 
" Which cred'loue Emma fooD belier'd ; 

" With joy I faw my am prevail, 

" And fmil'd while Emma was deceiv'd. 

" But you reftrain'd the fatal blow, 

" And on my bead iby Tengeaiice fell; 
•• Edgar, tba'long 1'tc liv'd thy foe, 
- " My partiog breath bid* ibee farewell,"—— 

He fpake ; hediedj— old Mararturn'd 
Where beauteous Emma hung her bead i 

<< In death, be faid, be Ratclifie mourn'd, 
" For vecgeance ne'er purities the dead. 

" Unfeen in fome fequefier'd grot, 

" With decent rites bis corfe we'll lay, 

•* Where all his crimes (ball be forgot, 
" And ibon becotpe obliviQu's pre]'. . 

<f But fee the fober ftidei of eve 

" Id clouds on doudi their glooms unite j 

" Say, may an humble hermit crave, 

" Vou'd pafs with bim tb' approaching night .^ 

<• The hermit's food Ihall be your fare, 
■' Frefli herbs coUcfled from the green, 

" And oft, to banifh gloomy care, 
*■ Some pleaCng tale Ihall intervene. 



' Ptihapt 



DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic 



OLD BALtADS. 

" Perhaps the tale of Morar"! woei 
" May fotce ihe frienijly lear to fwell, 

<■ Morar, who long has fought repofe 
" Id the poor bcrmit'a chcarlefi cell. 

'* Whet] roorniog dawn;, you may proceed 
" Where liberal fortune cafts your lot/' 

ConfeatiDg Edgar bow'd hU head, 
And led fair Emma to the grot, 



Now, when the fimple feaft waa o'er* 

ConteDtmcDt fmil'd around the boards 
And frelb from nature's bounteoui Horcj 

The fagc the cryftal bevVage pour'd. 

Hi) gucfti enjoyed the rufiic cheer, ' 

Nor were their kiadcfl thaaka forgot^ 
Till bcauteons Emma begg'd to heat 

The mournfut tale of Morar'i \oti 

Voi. IV. D " My 
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" My friendi," he fwd, " though Tudc my wiee, 
■' And mod unfit to touch the heart, 

" With talei wrapt up in quaint difguife, 
" Where modeft nature yield* to art t 

" Yet if a flory, fiid though true, 
" If real giief, which oft I've ftar'd, 

•' Can claim a tear as juftly due, 
*' You'll weep when Morar'o woe* are heird. 

'■ Remote from citie* li»*d a fwain, 
•< Whofe honefi heart ne'er felt a care, 

<» Till ardefa love, with pleafingpain, 
•' Told him that Anna's face vfat fair j 

•• Told him that virtue fiU'd her mind, 

" And hcighten'd all ber youthful charmi t 

f Told him, perhaps ihe'd foon prove kind, 
•' And bade biiil woo her to hi* arms. 

" Hii fuit was beard, (he bleta'd hit flame, 
" They foon were join'd in wedlock's bandi ; 

•' And from ihcfe parents Motar came, 
" Morar who How your ear demands.— 

" Sweet flow'd their hours replete with joy j 
" Such was their firtoe, fuch their lore, 

•' That envy'9 felf durft not annoy, 

" Nor fcandal's tongue their live* reprove. 
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" I was tile objed of ihcir care ; 

" For icon ihcy flravc to warm my breoft 
*' Wiih Tirtue's flame, by fixin){ there 

" Precepts tbe nt^left and the befl, 

" With what fuccefs their ((hIs were crowiiM 

" It ii not fit for me to boa/l, 
" Suffice it that they fumciimei own'd 

" Their fond eodeavouri vere iu» loA.— ' 

" One fatal mom, — forgive this tear, 
" For fad retoembrincc bid) it fall, 

" Northink, though now a hermit hcie, 
" Such fccnes I calmly can recalli 

" One fatal inoTn, fereae and gajr, 

" When fummer'i beauties chatm'd the tye, 
, " My haplefe Ei^ refolv'd to ftray 
" To a fmall rural village nigh. 

" Anna, he laid, iSrewell a whilBi 

*' Be joyful till we meet again ; 
*■ It chears my heart to fee thee fmilct 

" Then frailp, nor let me alk in vain,-* 

" My friends expeA me, I muU go, 
*' But I'll return before 'cis night : 

" Farewell, let pleafurei round thee flow"— ■ 
" He fpoke, and vanifh'd from her fjght.— • 

Da " 
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* With jocund talet he chcar'd hit fnende, 

" Hit friends were pleas'd, they laugh'd 'around; 
' But fooD each earthly plearure end<, 
*' Nor ate our joy* fubAaniiat found, 

" For near, too near a tewering pile, 

*' By fome unlkilful artift rear'd, 
'' My father Hood with cbearful fmile, 

" It fhook ; it fell ; be difappeaifd. 

' Ere long his bleeding corfe vtm found, 

" Each remedy was fooo applied, 
' But ah, in vsia, the fatal vround, 

" The feeble power of art defied. 

' Let thofe wbofe tender hearts can Ihare 
" The forrows which th' afflifled feel, 

'* Let ibofe ezprefa my mother's care, 
'* And all her dreadful thoughts reveal ; 

'• When for that bulband, erer gay, 
" Who, fmiling, left her in the morn, 

* His corfc laot'd (lowly on the way, 
" By a few weeping friends upborne, 

'■'■ Defpairand anguilh fiU'd her foul) 
" Her words were wild and full of woe, 

■' And many a figb unbidden Ilole, 
" And many a tear began (o flow. 
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" Long, long beneath oppreflive grief, 
*' Chearlefs (he pafb'd the lonely hour, 

" Nor Taioly bop'd to find relief, 

" Nor fought fweet confobtioD'g powV. 

" I too forgot my joya a while, 
" And weeping, faw my father's bier ; 

" But itifling pkafures Toon beguile, 
" And foon dry up the childilh tear. 

" Yet pale misfortune mark'd my lot 
" With other gricfi, with other woet, 

" Which drove me to thi» filent grot, 
*' Where I at laft enjoy repofe. 

*' For foon as youth, wiih boaflful glee, 

'' Begun his gay afpirini; reign, 
" i'Twas mad ambition prompted me) 

*' I ralhly left the peacefijl plain, 

'' Amid the city's pompous noife, 
" A while I join'd the buftling ring, 

" But fuon I found thefe wiih'd-forjoyi 
'' To me but few dplights could bring. 

'• I (freight refolv'd to quit the town, 
" 1 figh'd t[i tread the flowery dale. 

' Nor vainly hap'd to gain renown, 
'J Where bafeft arts alouc prevail, 
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•' Farewell, I faiiJ, ye giddy feenes, 
** Where »icc with artifice is join'd, 

" Where, kagu'd with ft^ly, falfehood reigni, 
•' Aod baneful flattery taiotg the miod. 

" A long farewell, I'll ne'er return, 
" To rural fcenes I'll bend my way, 

*■ Where honeft hreaftt with candour burn, 
•' And vinue (hines with pureft ray. 

" A weeping parent claims my care, 
^ " To her with open arms I'll fly, 
*• In all her griefs I'll fondly (hare, 

" And wipe the torrent from her eye."-^ 

»< Such were my hopes, but ah ! Itoiv vain 
" The hopes which mortals often rear '. 

« Forfoon 1 reach'd the with'd-for plain, 
•< And met, alas ! my mother's bier, 

" To ihe lone grave her head I bore, 

" And as I laid her in the clay, 
« I felt a pang unknown before, 

*' For there my father's afhes lay, 

" 'Twas fad indeed, his bones I faw, 
*' I fondly gra^'d them in ;hefe band?) 

" I grafp'd, and fdt that facred awe, 
■< Which ei'ry form of death demands. 



;• My 
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" My brother! then beHde mc flood, 
*' 1 faw them, and I heav'd a figh, 

" My lifters came in mournful mood, 
" I wip'd the tear that fill'd my eye.^ 

' Id vain each friend affiduoui drove 
" My plaiQtire murmuro toconiruul, 

'' In vain ihey ftruggl'd to remove 
" The griefs which barboui'd in my fouU 

• Iq rain coropaffioQ lent her aid, 

" In vain (he try'd each foothing art, 
" Ev'n reafon's felf in vain elTay'ul 
" To banidi woe from Motac's heart. 

■ But time, at latt, to wonted cafe 
" Rellor'd my long-affliiled mind; 

• Again I felt internal peace, 

" Again in feAive mlrtb I join'd, 

' I mingl'd wiru the rural risg, 
" Who gaily tript abng the plain, 

" With fptighily notes [ touch'd the firing, 
" And all the virgins praie'd the ftrain. 

' Yet oft the figh of forrow Hole, 

" When faithful mem'ry'brought to view 
' The griefs which lately fiU'd my foul ; 

" Sad fcenes, which fancy often drew.-— 
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*' While thus I joln'd itie mirihrul ihroog, 
" Wbofe atiiefs brt3fts no care* alarm, 

*' Maria chiefly claim'd my fong ; 

" She who could boafl each matchlers charm, 

•' Fair was ihe maiJ, and fweet her air, 
<■ Wirh viriue's flame her breaft was fit'd, 

" Where'er the came, (he baailh'd care, 
_" Save that alone which lo»c mfpir'd. 

•' Wiih ev'ry art the (hepherda ftrove 
" The fmiles of fuch a nymph to gain, 

*• But IV'orar only fliar'd her love, 
" Morar alone fu'd cot in vain. 

** For oft, beneath the woodland'i gloom, 
" With her in cgnverfe fweet IVe ftray'd, 

/' Or thro' the meads, Whofe vernal bloom 
" Gay nature'6 faiteft fcencs difpUy'd, 

•' EncfluragM thus, I bade her "name 
*' The blifsful day when we fliould join, 

f' To crown our long-enpeSing flame, 
•' And bend at Hymen's holy flirine. 

f The day waa nam'd, her fire agreed, 
" At Hymen'* flirine we bent the knee, 

•' While ev'ry youth that trod the mead, 
V Approvy my choice, or envy'd me. 
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*t The highefi pleafure nov I found, 

" I tailed each ezalred joj', 
f* And loon my faireft hopes were crown'd 

" With a fireet-rmiling, lovely boy, 

" Maria then with traafport fmil'd, 
" And ofc her fire a vviDi expreft, 

•' That he might fee hit daughter'^ child, 
*' Aod prefi her offipriog to hii bread. 

f ' His Willi nai heard, my love complieJ* 
** And to her father fondly bore 

M The fmiliog objea of her pride, 
*' His grand Ore's Itleffiag to implore. 

f I fiaid behind, I watch'd my flocks, 
" Nor were domeltic cares forgot, 

«< I gatber'd woodbine from the rocks, 
•' And declc'd with flow'rs xay humble cot i 

*' I thought Maria would approve 
" The ornaments I thus prepar'd, 

M I thought a tender look of love 

" Would amply all my toils reward,-^ 

f Three days Maria bleft her fire, 

" And on the fourth, at dawn of morn, 

". She figmfied a warm d«fire 
f To my poor cottage to return. 
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" Her father graattd her requefi, 
** My infaat Ton wai Icfi bchiiid, 

'" Lock'd it) ih< arnii of btitay tcH, 
" And lo a fciraDt'i care coofigo'd. 

* The good old mio, with dutcotu tore, 
** Hit child condufled oo the way* 

' And by each fond eDdcarroeat flrove 
" To cheu her heart and lukc h^ gay,— 

" In a deep glea nif cottage flood, 
*' Near which a rirer held i» coarle : 

* Tho' ceafelefs raiBi had fwell'd the flood, 
*■ And urg'd it oa with thfcatful ioiCK ; 

' Vet when they reach'd the fuf ther fiiore, 
" The fage ezclaini'd with chearful loice, 

■ Our care*, my (4iild, wiU <boa be o'er, 
" And Motac too HtU (boa Jt^oke. 

" Our How approach perb^i be blanei, 
" I fee him waiting oo «lie nead, 

* W^at bafie a hulbaod'a iraB^rtcluas! — 
" He fpDke,M>d onward puAiM hii fleed,. 

' They reach'd ifae middle of ibe Areim, 
•• It roar'd, it foamed, Maria fell ; 

' I heard a loud, a dreadful Icream, 
'_* 1 knew the plaimire kmcmoakU. 
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" Soon, foon I reach'd the rivei's fide^ 

" 1 faw Maria't floating corie, 
" While all in vain her father tried 

" To fare het from the torreat's force. 

*• His feeble arm I faw him waie, 

" Have mercy, hcav'n, he iaiotly faid: 

" Thi«, this mud be Maria's grave, 

" I can no thorc 1— 4hen jtutt'd the dexdt 

*< What pangi of forrow fitl'd my foul, 
" The feeling bread alone can knoff^ 

*' For from my lips no murmur ftolc, 
" My mind to eafe, to tell my tvoe. 

" To fave the bodies from the flood, 
" Long, long in vain I fondly flrore, 

'' While the pale virgins weeping flood, 
*' And moum'd the f»itt of Monr't love. 

f * At lad I brought them to the Ihore, 
" 1 laid them in one frteadly tomb, 

'* And thus, when filent grief wat o'er^ 
*■ BewailM Maria's l^ial doom : 

" Farewell, Maria, ever dear, 
" So late the fource of Morer'i joys, 

*' Thefc joya which onoe I deem'd fincew, 
•' Tho' adverfc fate i»y hope* deftroyi. 
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" Farewell, my Ifvr. ; though death diridci 
" Thy mem'ry (hall be dear to mc, 

" Till fome propirioui angel guide 

** My wearied foul to hear'a and ihee. 

" Farewell, yc fcenes I lov'd fo weH, 
" Parenell, ye (hepherds, crer (jay, 

*• For in fome lone fequefter'd cell, 
" Remote from you, I'll pifs the day, 

^ Reflexion there fliall dart her beams, 
" In fceneifrom earthly cares remo*'d, 

I* And fancy ofi l^iall lill my dreama, 
" With pidure* of the .wi/c. I Ipv'J, 

'• My parents too demand a tear, 
" A tear aSV^ ion bids me give; 

" I'll let it flow with grief Cncere, 
" I'll praife their virtue* while I lire,— 

f No more, ahs } w ith heart- felt jny, 
•• Such 33 a parent only knoici, 

f Can 1 attend my lo*eiy boy, 

*' And in hia fmiles forget my woei. 

f I cannot guard hia cliildifb yetra, 
" That care, Maria, wai thy ^wn, 

*' Nor, H'hen.ambiiioug yourh appearai 
^' Can I his tow'rivg wilhcs (towdi 
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" Bat I'fC a kind, » faithful friend, 
" WKofe heart I've always fouiul fiDcere, 

" AdiI (o hit love I'll recoiiimeDil 
" The dearcft objeft of my care. 

" Hell guard hU youth, he'll form Hii mind* 
" He'll teach him Tiriue'a puretl bwt t 

" And like a par^at, alwayi kind, 
*' He'll gi»e, when he defervM, appUufc— 

' Such (vere my word*, and foon I ro**d 
" To thia fcqiKilet'd mountaia's tide ; 

" I fair this grot, I faiv, I lov'd, 
" And here deieriDin'd to relide. 

• The holy Itermit'* drefa I chole, 

" And ofi 1 roam thro' yonder wood ; 
'' For well thu garb bccomet my woes, 
" Thelc Budei befriend a ferioni mood,— 

'' Such ii the life which I hflTe liW ; 
*' My fite indeed has been feverej 

* I've grafp'd at blifs, and been deceiv'd, 

" I've nouriOi'd hope, and found defpnir. 

" But now thefc varying fcenei are o*er, 

" Content and I together dwell, 
' While heahh Jiii fmiling at my door, 

'* And Tinuc'i felf protefli my ceil. 
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" One anxioui mik iurudcs alone, 
" And oced I tell y«u wbat it ii ? 

" I wifi) to fee my darUsg fan, 
" And then I'U die in perfefl blifiv 

" But ak ! tbat wiJh I'll ne'er obtain, 
*' I've Tougbt him at hit guardian'i haiuli, 

" l\t fought him, but I ibughi in vain, 
" The youth hai fled to other landf . 

" Now bow'd with age, I fooa mufl fall, 
" Nor Ihall m; Edwin fee bit (ice, 

'* Tho* mine and Alford't niflin all, 
" Oft, oft from hcav'o that boon require.''** 

" He fees you now t" brave Edgar cried, 
" 1 am ihc fon you'ye fought fo long j 

* for Alford'i care my wants fupplted, 
" Wbenfirftl join'd ihe youthful throng. 

" From him I learn'd the artt of peactf, 
*' He Oiew'd me nature'* rural charmt, 

' But I defpii'dalife.of eafe, 
" And fought the fame acquit'd by armi, 

' I left bis cot, I cbang'd my name, 
" I fought to fare niy native land, 

' At laft fair Emma blefi'd my flamci 
*' And crown'd my wilhei with her bud." 
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With wild furprlle, tlieiiermit heard, 
Aod thus to heav'o addrefs'd a pray'ri~> 

•' Yes, yes, ye pow'rs, ye will reward 
*' The man who tnumpha ofer care, 

" I think you for my &XTowt pa&, 
*• ttha&k yog for my prefeat joy, 

" And while my days of trial lait, 
" Let me my voice in praife employ," 

Then in his arma be faailly prefe'd 
The happy pair he lov'd {b well. 

While many a tender look exprefa'd 
Tlut^»rt>fclt joy which none caa teU* 
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III. 

CORINani OLINDA. a legendaty Tale. 

In three Parti, 

By Richard TtaJe, 

Fart I. 

'* n E W A R E, itiy fon, the luring bait 

MJ '<■ or iraricious gold ! 
" Oo which uQDumbci'd torment) wait* 
" Thofe tormenti yet untold. 

*• The felfilh ralfer's heart defenrei 

" Ii'> anguilh and it'i pain ; 
" He e'en denJei what life preferrei^ 

" And inurdcn all for gain. 

'* Miftaken rmd, to prize the i\o(t, 

" Asnorthlersai the clay; 
*' Who gain), by gold, eternal loft 

" Of virtue's purer ray. 

" But if my fon would glide with ealQ 

** The world'* moft rugged roadf 
" Not gold that will each pang appearci 

'■ But addi unto hi* load. 
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*' The fafeft guide tbat maa cao chufc, 

" I9 virtue, hcav'nly flay ; 
■* For, joia'd wiih fjiendihip, it piirfuci 

"To joy the only way. 

" Friendlhip UDtaioteJ and lincere, 

" A bulling more divine 1 
*' Where heart the aching bean doili chearj 

*• And foul with foul doth join. 

** Let fools in affluence and power, 

" Make boaft of many friendl; 
•' Drofa may buy flati'ry for an hour, 

" That gone, the friendfhip ends. 

** If lore, the only Iburce from whence 

" Th' exalted virtuea fpring, 
" Doth once polTefe the heart, it thence 

" All thought of int'reft flings. 

" The man who fytnpathifing fhedi 

" The grief-condoling tear, 
" Is molt our friend ; for what befledi 

" The aid of fortune here? 

" But thou, my Corin, fondefl hope, 

" Art rais'd 'bope abjefl flate, 
" And hall within thy little fcope . 

" Each blcSing of the great. 

yn. IV. E "Let 
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' Let not thofe gifts revert the ufc, 

" And be to life a ftain j 
* M'd's guard inclining to abufe, 

" Oft piovei a dang'rous bane; 

' There yet remains another care, 

" The chief of all, my Ton J 
< Be caudoui how you cbufe the fair, 

" And lewd allurements fhun. 

" Thii^ not in wanton lore to find 

" Of purer flame the joys j 
" The guilt, that inward ftrikes the mind^ 

*' it's ev'iy fwcet annoys: 

" And what the momentary blifi 

" That celibates do prove, 
" Compar'd to all-fufhcient this, 

" The joys of Tiriuous love? 



' But thou dofi not that caution need; 

" Superfluoui and vain, 
' To one, who chofe as love decreed, 

" Love link'd with wifdom'a chain: 

' For who can boall a Wife fo fair, 
" So kind, fo virtuous tool 

' Who with Olinda can compare? 
" Except her Corin true.'* 
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Thus much he fald, by truth Inrpit'd, 

Aud long experience taught j 
And thea from this frail world ret'ir'd. 

And one more happy fought. 

As yet the trembling parting breath 

Hung hov'ring, loch to go, 
He blefl them all, when calmefi death, 

Reliev'd from worldly woe. 

An end like this, (o calm, ferene, 

And free from guilty fear, 
Befpoket that Corin'a fife had been 
' A friend, a father dear. 

The Tirtue, which his heart adorn'd^ 

In Corin'a boforo flione } 
What the good father fcotn'd, be fcorn'd. 

And what admir'd, be won. 

Now three (hort years had pafl: awiy. 

Id happieft plenty paft; 
InfenCble of time's decay, 

The mourner came at taft. 

For who can count the many wild 

Which wicked men invent i 
Or who can fee, through flatt'ring fmilcff 

The falfe one's fad intent i 
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A diftant claim to his eflatf. 

Long time fuppreft by law. 
Now rais'd afrefli ; for they of late 

In hie had found a flaw. 

In court the caufe awhile remain'd, 

Their feparate pleas were tiy'd ; i 

Hit foeg the judges favour gain'd, 
Hii light was fet aftdc. 

Dcjeflcd now the pair depart 

From the once peaceful home; 
Whilft each to each their feart impart, 

Of forrows yet to come. 

" But let us nor, my only care, 

*' My life, my love," he faid, 
" Give nay to abfolute defpair, 

'* Tho'thuiwe'K been betraj'd. 

*< For yet ■ hope I have in Ib>re, , 

" Amanda ia our friend ; . 
" She, pitying, will our lofs deplore^ 

■* And kind affiftaace lend. 

" If not pofTeA of large domain, 

" We ftill our truth may keep; 
*< Healih and content will flill remain, 

" But wherefore dolt thou weep^ 
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•' Oh ! do not weep for fortune loft, 

" At beft a iritling thing ; 
" That leavet, like bufy bees when croft, 

" Not honey but a fting. 

" Now to Amanda I'll repair, 

" Relate mjt tale of woe; 
" And then TeiurniDg to my fair, 

" All earthly caret forego." 



FAR on a rpaciouB plfafaot plain 

The lofiy manrioa ftood i 
It's gate, debarring pert and ratn. 

Flew open to the good, 

Twai here young Coiin fought a friend, 

Alas! miftaken youth : 
In her foft bofom dnelt a fiend. 

An enemy to truth. 
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Oh ! bow uDfafe, how wretched fure ! 

Are thofe who deviate 
From virtue's paihS) divine and pure. 

And live to envious Hate. 

How dolb UDgoTcrn'd appetite 

Tliirn ffom themfelvcB decoy t 
How doth the fury, envy's fpitc, 

Deny them every joy ? 

She was by family ally'd. 

And htld in high elleem; 
Their mutual wifhes once did glide 

In friendfliip's golden flream ; 

^ut fine? the marriage of the pair, 
Herfcif much injuc'd thought ; 

Thus the once chearful, lovely fair 
In envy's fnare was caught. 

This jealoufy within feer breaft 

She fuffei'd to corrode | 
Nor fought, with vittue, tomoleft 

The fiend, in his abode. 

The peace of others gave her pain, 

Andcaus'd ati envious figh: 
Of comfort ev'ry voice was tain, 

Pxcept revenge was nigb. 
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Oh ! bow unlike what once Ihe'd been, 

The prudent and the wile ; 
No more the dimpled mile was feco. 

Nor loTC'infpiring eyeg. 

But in the gloom of diCcaDCcnC ' 

Unthinkingly betray'd. 
To part ihe paif was ber intent, 

And counilefd fcheme; were laid. 

At fight of Corin, thus forlorn. 

Her mantling malice glows. 
And CBvy'a (harp malignant thorn 

Encircled pity's rofe. 

" Affift me with thy frieftdly aid, 

" Allift my virtuous bride; 
" Affift my hapkfs fou," he faid. 

He faid, and gently figh'd. 

" Tho' late in fortune's gilded ray, 

« Which none hut foals adore^ 
■' I pad in plenty ev'ry day, 

;' That plenty is no more," 

As thus he faid, the mournful tear, 

Kan trickling down his cheek ; 
The voice was faint, that late was clear. 

The tongue forgot to fpeak. 

E 4 " What 
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" What revelry has thus reduc'd 

" The lord of all our plain ? 
•' What from his happinefs feducM 

" OUnda'tfaiihrul fwaiar" 

Thft youih replied, " It ii not Co, 
" Indeed you do me wrong, ' 

^' To think the caufe of this our woe 
" Is wine, or feliiTc fong. 

*' Not coflly feaft, but frugal fare, 

*' Our chearful board fupply'd, 
*' Tho' mirih and inooceocy there 

*' Did wrinkled care deride. 

f My land is to Amintor giv'n, 

*' By law's unjuft decree; 
•' Whilft I to feek fupport am dri»'ii, 

" And feek it here of thee."' 

Her heart was deaf to ev'ry pray'f 

That mifcry could fay ; 
pity no more held empire there. 

Nor love his heay'nly fway. 

She paus'd, he wept; but what avail'd 
Thofu floods of heart- felt grief! 

Malice o'er mercy foon prevaii'd, 
And thus Ihc tends relief. 
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*' If tliou wouldft DOW my farour g»in, 

" i>/Iy fortuDC, And ttij all, 
t' Divorce tby wife,, and then ia tbid 

" The ftorm of fate ftiall fall. 

" Then will I place thee high above 

" What malice can de*il«; 
f* And love aod mirth, and mirth and love, 

" Id eadlefs luroB fliall rife. 

•' Whilfl ftie, the worft of all her fei, 

" From ihee thui put away, 
< ■ No more Amanda's heart fliall ycx, 

" But mingle with the clay." 

•' Muft flie," her faithful Coriu ar'df 

" la bitter anguifh lie ! 
" Oh I gracious hcav'n '. let her be faT*d, 

" And I content will die : 

*< And know, proud fair, I do defpife, 
" The joyi that fortune brings ; 

*' KnoWi I my lov'd Olinda prise, 
" Above Cuch paltry thingi, 

t' If ibis muft be the pdee of joy, 
" Thy fortune thou mayfi keep | 

*' Sooner than lofe my wife, my boy, 
^'- pb 1 let me ever weep { 
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" Not joy, nor minli, mj bcart <baH know, 

*' Boi when they happy arc ; 
" To them, by heav'n ordaio'il, I owe 

*' A hufluod's, faihec** care." 

When thiH Amanda bad perceiv'd 

Her richcfi proffert fpurn'd. 
Her heart (by envy ftill deceivM) 

With iodjgoadoa bum'd. 

At thro' the hear'ai aerial path 

Fantaftic lightoiog flies, " 
So fwift her Dcw-rousM Teageful wratb 

Darti dregful from her eyes. 

" Can he, thus plung'd io deep diflrel*, 

" Difddia all-poiceiful gold? 
*' And will hii bean ne'er pride poflelJt 

" But Smi to vinuf bold i 

** Then raufe, my (iiul, ibis love djibtaimt 
•' To giTC joft Tcngeancc room ; 

" And lead, fince be rejeSs ihy flame, 
*' The fcoraer to bis doom. 

" Yet mcTcy calls. Oh 1 hear her not ! 

*■ Saitb ptide, with (biitlcr found, 
** Let the fond pM/ in prlfon rot, 

*' And you rerenge have found. 
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" It fhall be (a J and now my niad 

" Will ever be « peace j 
*< WitlwD the prifoo't cell coofia'd, 

" I think their joy muft ceafe." 

Her heart nulti, aj but in thought 
The dreadful fchemc Ihe plano'd ; 

Whilfi Corin his Olinda fought, 
She gare the dire comm^Dd. 



•' OH ! Corin, leave me to my care, 

•» Thy true Olinfla leave ; 
•' I will not alk thy joy to Ihare, 

" Indeed I will not grieve. 

*' For here within this awful cell^ 

" Id famine's reach you fiay, 
<* When thou might'A now in plenty dwdl, 

*f By pulling me away.'! 
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ThiH the propot'xl, tvhen rifing fear 

Forbad her more to fpeak ; 
Ere he Teiuro'd, the ftaning tear 

Beden'd her lorely check. 

" Think not thy Conn ever meant * 

" Alone thofc joyi to prove j 
*" Or poveny's moft (caoty fceoea 

" Will enervate his love. 

" Weep not ; for know, thy hufbaod here, 

" Within thii prifon pent, 
•' Doth ftill enjoy, whiUl thou art near, 

" A happy calm 



* Unknown in heaven's wildy maze, 

*' In vain we care coddole ; 
' The tear of grief, or fortune'* blaze, 

" Alike may teach the goal. 



' True happinefs ii not confin'd 

" To temporal puvfuits ; | 

* It is content, content of mind, 

*' And in the heart it roots. I 

* Content, and refignation pure ■ ' 
" To heav'na almighty will, i 

* The ilU of fortune can endure, ! 
t' And make us happy flill." ' 
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B/ trutVs exhilaraiing rttjr, 

Thus Corin cheart bit wife i 
" And wbit a*ai1s," he ofr would (t,j, 

" The^ luxuries of life? 

" When greaKll plent]^ cronrns hit boaril, 

" What u, the glutton'i blifs? 
" Or wbeD the mifcr viewi his boirdf 

" What h his joy to ibi» } 

'< How, vain tbe BaccbanalUn fang, 
" Roar'd o'er a flowing bowl ! 

" Will fuch exccA Our joys prolong t 
" Or cafe a troubled foul i'^ 

Whene'er Olinda feem'd depreft, 

Coofoling, thut be flrovpf 
Wbilft each alike their child careft. 

Sweet pledge of wedded lore. 

A youth unknown, one fummer'c mno^ 

At Corin'i cell attenda ; 
A lovely fmile hit cheekt adorn, 

A fmile that joy poiteodi. 

" No more,'' he faid, " the tear {hiUl flow, 
" You now have nought t» dread j 

'* Amanda, once your direH foe, 
** Lies numbct'd with the dead. 
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•' A will, fome time ago flie tnote* 

*' Tti' tflaie to Damon leaves, 
•* (Who now reCdes in climea renoie,) 

'* And thus your hope deceivea. 

," This will I have to Corin brought, 

■' IbiiDgit asafriend) 
" Deftroy'd, her njalice turos to nought, 

" And all your itoubles end." 

*' And doft thou think, nnmannet'd boy, 

•■ That I this aft applaud } 
•' Know, Corin fconw the guilty joy 

" Of villainy and fraud. , 

** Tho* by a long contiauanee here 

" Our little floie is fpent, 
" Tho' hnnger, thirft, and death, flppeafi 

** > et viitue gives content. 

'* In virtue's pureft paths I've trod, 

•' As well as mortals may ; 
" Nor fpurn'daffliaion's bitter rod, 

•• Nor feann'd almighty fway. 

" Stay, wand'ring tongue, f«r death is new, 
" Self-praifc becomes thee not; 

*• Yet will I ever truth revere^ 
** It muft not be forgot. 



« And 
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*' And thou, mifgui^, friendly yenib, 

** Whofe pity wildly rofe 
" Beyond the pioua bounds of truib^ 

** To fa»e me from my woti { 

'* If dying Corio dir'd prefutnet 

<' Ooe favour he would erne, 
*' With virtue, pity Teaflume, 

" Aod thefe from luin Jave," 

** Oh ! hea**ti, my fopplication hesr," 

The weeping llranger cries ; 
" Grant, I may e*cr hold them dear* 

*' Their virtue ever prize. 

" That inercy, which I oucc poflel), 

" Reueweth io my heart; 
*' That friendlhip, which I otKe pofefl, 

" Shall joy to all impart." 

As thus he fpoke, exdtfs of woe 

Hii borrowM form betray'd t 
*Twas heav'n that did ordain it to, 

Amanda's felf, that pray 'd. 

« Oh Corio ! raife thy laogikld beaJ, 

" And pardon wretched me, 
'' Whofe heart has becB by pride mifledf 
** Whofe pride hai ruin'd the*. 
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" But now no more my envy li»M» 

*' 1 come to make thcc blcft." 
Olioda'i tender heart mifgivet. 

She faiois on Coria'abrcofi. 

<• Oh bring me aid," Amaada cry'd, 

And quicltly it arrircs ; 
The pow'r of med'cioc fooo wa» try'd> 

The faiatiog pair rerirei. 

Id tean, (he nonr again entreat* 

That mercy, uodeferT'd, 
From one, who ftraight hei goodnefi greellr 

As though it ne'er bad Iwerv'd. 

ThuB bappiner^ at length they gain, 

Tho' long in woe they dwelt : 
In perfeA pleafure, afier pain. 

What extalies are feU ! 

By this we leara, tho' rirtue mvf 

Awhile be overthrown) 
To glory fore it leads the way. 

To glory and renown. 

And tho', by fraud, fwect innocence 

Be for a time fuppreft. 
Yet, keeping truth forU'i defence* 

At lafi by heav'n 'til blefi. 



EDWIN 
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IV. 

EDWIN and ELTRUDA; a Irgendwy Talc . 
Sj M!/, H4!(„ mWam,. 

WHERE the clear Derweht'a waiers glide 
Along their moffy bed, 
Clofc by the rivet's verdant fide, 
A caflle rear'd its head. 

The ancient pile, by time etai'd. 

And levell'd with the ground. 
Once many ■ Tculpiur'd trophy grac'd. 

And t)anner( wav'd around. 

There liv'd a chief, to &me well known, 

A warlike, Tirtuons knight. 
Who many a wcll-foughi field had won 

By tbIout and by might. 

What time in martial pomp hie led 

His cbofen gallant train. 
The foe, that erft had conqucr'd, fled, 

Indignant fled the phiin. 

: Vol. IV. F Yet 
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Yet milder Tirtue* he pofleft. 

More geoile p>ffions felt i 
And in hi: calm and yielding breafi 

Each Toft *ffe£doa dwelt. 

Not all the rugged toils of wat 

Hia bofom e'er could fteel { 
He felt for every child of care. 

His heart wm apt to feel. 

And much that heart wu dooin'd ta bear, 

And many a grief to prOve; 
To feel the fulaefa of defpair. 

The woci of hopclcfs love : 

To lofe the partner of hi$ breast 

Who fooih'd eacbrifitjg care. 
And with mild effort* charm'd to reft 

The griefi (be fooght iq Ibace. 

He mark'd the cbilliog dampt of dcatb 
O'erfpread her fading charnu ; 

He fan her yield her quiv*ring breath, 
And fiok in death's cold armg. 

From fotitude be hop'd rel£:f. 

And tbia lone manfion fought. 
To cberifh there bii facred grief. 

And nurfe the tender thought. 
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Here, objeft of hU foadcft carca, 
I Ad in&nt daughter fmii'd j 

I And oft the mouroer'a falling teart 
Bedew 'd hit Emma's child ! 

Thefe teari, at o'er the babe he bung, 
I Would tremble in his eye, 

I While blediDgs, fautt'riag on hi« Jonguei 
j Were breaih'd but in a figh, 

Formanjr a fad rerolruig yeai 

Hit hopelefi griefs endure ; 
For ah ! a forrow fo fcveie 

Til death alone can cure. 

Tet lime can foften the deep wouBd 

It has not power to heal ; 
And in hit child be thought he found 

Hit mucb-lov'd Emma ftill. 

In hii Eltruda's genclo breaft 

Hi* griefs he could repofe ; 
With each endearing virtue btelt, 

She foften'd all hiiwoea. 

Twai eafy in her look to trace 

An emblem of her mind : 
There dwelt each mild attradive grace, 

Bach gentle cbarm combin'd. 

F J Soft 
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Soft at the dews of morn atife. 

And on the pale flower gleam. 
So Toft, fo fwect her mcliing ey« 
With love and pity beam. 

Ai far Tciir'd the lonely.flower 

Smiles in Che defart »ale, 
And blooms its balmy fweets Co pour 

Upon the flying gale ; 

So Viv'A in- folitude unfeen 

This lovely, peerleft maid ; 
So fwcetly grac'd the vernal fccnci 

And blotfom'd in the Aadc. 

Yet love could pierce the lone recefi. 

For there he lovca to dwell i 
He fcorns the noify croud to bleff. 

And feeks the lowly cell. 

There only his rcGftlefs dart 

In all ill power is known ; 
His empire fwaya each willing heart ; 

They live co lore alone. 

Edwin, of every grace pofleft, 
Firft taught her heart to prpve 

That geoileli paffioo of the breaft, 
To feel the power of love. 
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Tho' few the pallurei he pofleU, 

Tha' Jcanty was his florc, 
Tho' wealth ne'er fwcU'd bii hoarded cheft, 

Edwin could boaA of more ! 

Edwin could boaQ the liberal mind, 

The gen'rous, ample heart ; 
And every virtue heav'n iaclin'd 

To bouDty can impart. 

The rnuimi of thti fervile age. 

The mean, the felfilh care. 
The. fordid views that now engage 

The metcenarj' paii, 

Whom richet can unite or part. 

To them were all unknowni 
For then the fympathetlc heart 

Was link'd by love alone. 

They little knew that wealth bad power 

To make the conllant tore ; 
Tbey liitle knew the fplendid dower 

Could add a blifs lo love. 

They little knew the human brealt 

Could pant for fordid ore ; 
Or, of a faithful heart po0eft. 

Could ever wilh for more. 

F3 
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And tho' her pccrlefs beauty wanns ' 

His heart tn love inclia'd, 
Kot le/it be felt the toftipg chartntf 

The beautiei of her mind. 

Not lera hi> gentle foul appror*d 

The virtues glowiug tlere ; 
For furely virtue, to be htt'd, 

Needs only lo appear. 

The fweeti of dear domeRic blifi 

Each circling hour begtHl'd ; 
And meek-ey'd hope, and iuivgrd peace, 

On the lone maafion fmil'd. 

Oft o'er the daify-fprinkled mead 

They tvaudet'd far away. 
Gome lambkin to the fold to lead, 

That haply chanc'd to fbay. 

Her heart, where pity lovM to dwcll^ 

With fadnefs oft wis wrung ; 
For the bruisM iafca as it fell, 

Her foft tear trembling hung. 

As roving o'er the flow'ry waie, 
A Ijgh would heave her breaft. 

The while her geaile hand replacM 
The Unnct's falling neft. 
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TbCD would Ihe feek the *eraal bow'r, 

And hafte with tender care 
To nurft fomc pale declining fiow'r, 

Someop'niDg bloflbm rear. 

And oft with eager ftcp» (he fliei 

To chear the lonely cot,- 
Where the poor widovr pours her Cghi, 

And waiU her haplefs lot. 

Their weeping mother's trembling Icneet 

Her lifping infants clafp; 
Their meek imploring look flie fees, 

She feels their tender grafp. 

Wild throbs her aching bofom fwell; 

They mark the burfling figh — 
(Nature has form'd the foul to feel) 

They weep, unknowing why. — ^, 

Her hands the tib'ral boon impart, 

And much her tear avails 
To Tooth the mourner's burfting heart. 

Where feebk utteraoce fiiils. 

On the pale cheek where hung the tear 

Of agonizing woe, 
She bids the gu(h of joy rife there. 

The tear of rapture flow, 

f 4 
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If greater plenty to impart 

She e'er would hc;iv'a implore, 

'Ttvaa ooly that her ample hcait 
Still paoted to do more. 

Thui fofr ibe gliding momenli fltw, 
(Tho* loTC would court their flay.) 

While fome new virtue loC: tu vieiv, 
And mark'd each fleeting day. 

Peace, long condcmo'd the world to roam, 

Like the poor waod'ring done. 
Here fofily-refling found a home, 

And H-ilh'd no more to rorc,} 

The youihfut poei't foothing dreatn 

Of golden ages pafl, 
The mufe»' fond ideal theme, 

Was realiz'd at laft. 

Joy fpringi amid encircling cares - 
To brealis where virtue glowi i 

For ?iitiie, in ihia vale of teats, 
A paradife beClows. 

But mainly hei^ we hope that blift 

Unchanging will endure; 
AVi> in a world fo vain as tkis. 

What heart can reft fecure ? 
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For nonr aroCe the dcath-rraiighc dty. 

For civil difcord fam'd. 
When York from Laacaftei't proud fwiy 

The royal fceptre claim'd. 

The paffiog moinenti now were fraught 

With defolating ri^ ; 
And now ifae bloody deeds were wrought 

That fwcU ih' hilloric page. 

The good old Albert vovn again 

To feek the hofiile fii^ld ; 
The canfe of Henry to ma'tnuin, 

Tbe fpear for him lo w(eid. 

Bat ofa, a thoufand facred ties 

Thai bind the hero'i foul, 
A thoufand tender claims ariCe, 

And Edwin's breafl conctoul. 

And link the youth to Henry'i foes — 

But ah, it rendi hi« heart 
The aged Albert to oppofe, 
I And bear an adverfe part. 

Tbo' pafllon pleads In Henry's caufe, 
And EJwin*B heart would Twdy, 

Yet honour's Aern imperious Itwi 
The brave will fliU obey. 



Opprefi'* 
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OppreA'd with maoy a tniDgleJ care, 

Full of[ Elcruda Tigb'tl, 
And moura'd the ruRged brow of W*c 

Should tbofe Ihe lov'd dWide. 

At length the fatal morn arofe. 

In gloomy vapours dreft ; 
The peofive maidea't forroht flowi, 

Aod pale fear heaf'd her breaft. 

A tboufand pangs the Father feeh, 

A thoufaod leader fears; 
While at hi< feet ibe trembling (cneeli, 

And baibea them with her lean. 

A falling drop bedew'd his check, 

Ftom the fad fcene he flew ; 
The tender father could not fpeak-* 

He could not fajr — atticu! 

Then Edwin, haplefs Edwin came;' 

He faw her pallid look, 
Ad^ tremblings feize her tender fralne. 

While thus be fauli'ringrpoke ; 

" This cruel tendSmcfs but woundi 

*' The heart it means to blefs : 
" Tboie falling teafs, ihofe plaintive founds, 

" Increafe the fofi diftrefs ! 
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f ' Then be to wretched Edwin ^ind, 
" Nor mourn, dear tender maid"— 

Ar length, on Edwio'a breaft reclia'd, 
Eltruda faintly faid : 

" If fate releDtlefa ha> decreed, 

*' On yonder hoftile plain, s 
f ' My Edwin's deftin'd heart to bleed, 

" And fwell the heaps of iflftia j 

M Trofi me, my love, I'll not complain, 

" I'll Ihed no feeble tear ; 
M Not one weak, drop a^cbetdtdaUaaiBi 

*« Or tcU what palTes bete ! 

*■ Ah, let thy fate of oiben claita 

'^ A tear, a tender figh t 
" I'll only murmur thy dear name— 

" Call on my love— and die," , 

'Twere vain for leeble words to tell 
The pangs their bofoms prov'd j 

They only can coticeive it well, 
Wbdfe Eearta have trembling lov'di 

The timid mufe forbears to fay 

What laurel* Edwin won ; 
^or paints the gallant deeds that day 

By aged Albert done. 
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Oo fofter themei aloDC fhe dwells, 

A$ trembling thro' the grove. 
Of friendfliip't wnei <he fadd'ning telU, : 

Or fiDgs of hapUfi love. 

Tho' long the beamiog day was fcd^ 

The.fight they ftill roaiaiaia, 
While night a draper horroi Aed 

O'er the enfaoguin'd plain. 

The martial irump invadeB t^car, ' 

And drowoa the orphan's cry: 
No more the widow's fcruh «h«f heaf, ■ 

Thelo»e-lorn virgin's Kgh ! - ■ i 

The pangs thore dear-bought laiueli yield, 

Ala», what tongue can fpeak ? 
Fercbance not one that &icvit the field 

But Icavei fome hcait to break. 

To Alben's breaft the faulfiiion fievr— • . 

He felt a mortal vround j 
The drops ihac warm'd his heart bedew 

And Aain the flinty ground. 

The foe who aim'd ihe deadly dart, 

Heard bis expiring fighs ; 
Soft pity louch'd bis ytcLling heart, 

To Albert ftraighi he flies— 
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While round tlie chief hii arm he call, 

Whilcoft hia bofom figh'd, 
And feem'd ai if il mourn'ii the paft — 

Old Alben fointljr cry'd: 

" Tho' nature heaves thefe fetble groaoi, 

■' Without cumplaint I die; ' 
" Yet one dear care my heart {liil owni, 

*• Still fecU one tender tie. 

" For York a youth irell known to fome 

" Uptifti the hoftile fpear ; 
" Edwin's the bloomiqg hero't name, 

" To Albert's bofom dtar: 

" Ah, tell him my espiring figb, . 

" Say my lift wordi befuugbc 
" To my defpairing child to fly, 

" Ere fame the tidings brought." 

He fpoke ;— but oh, nbat mournful Urtun 

Id fadnefs apt to melt. 
What moving numbers can ^iplain .... 

The pangs that Edwin fell ! 

For Edwin 'twas himfelf thai.hel<l 

The dying warrior preft 
(Whom the dark Ibades of nlgbt conceal'd) 

Clofe to bii throbbing bteail. 
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•' Ah, fly" (he cry'd) »' my touch profane I 

" Oh how the tefi impan ? 
" 'TwasEdwia plang'd— rcvei'd old roaii« 

" The dagger in tby heart,'' 

Hii dying eyee be feebly rats'd, 

Which reem'd for cTCt clot'd; 
On the pale youth they piteout-gax'd— 

And then in death repot'd.— 

*• 111 go" (the haplefi Bdirin lud) 

** And breathe a ]»& adieu ; 
•* And with the duopi defpair will (bed, 

'* My mourniog lore bedew. - 

" 1*11 go the tender maid to feek, 

*' To catch the burfiing figh, 
" To wipe the teat from her paleclicdf^ 

" And at her feet to die*" ' 

And as the tendei" maid' to feck 
The frantic mourner flew, ' 

To wipe the tear froiri her pale chee)^ 
And breathe a lall adicu^ 

AppalI'd bit fiariitig fancy fees ' ' 

His true loTe's forrows flow. 
And hears in ewcry paffing breeiw 

Thepluative founds of woe. 
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Mean while ttic weeping maid, whole prayert 

In Tain wnuld beas'n iraplfire. 
Of Albcri't faie defpairiog heue, 

But yet had beard do more. 

She faw her much-loT'd Edwin near-^ 

She faw, and piieoui figh'd ; 
The fight chill'd every falling tca^~ 

At length flie faintly cry'd; 

" Eternal noes thie heart mufl prove ; 

" I» tendered ties are broke : 
*' Ah fay, what rutblcfi arm, my love^ 

" Could aim the deadly Oroke 1 

" Could not thy hand, my Bdtn*, thinr, 

" Haye warded off the Uqtv ? 
" For, ah, he wat not.only mine, _ 

" He was thy father too !'■ 

No longer Edwin could eaduie 
The pangs no flraitu can toUt . 

From death he fftudly hop'd a cure. 
As fenfelefs, cdtd be tell. 

She flew^-lhe gatfc her fonvws vent— 

A thoufand tears (he poui^d ; ■ 
Her mournful voice,, bcr moving plaint, 

The youth to Kfe reAot'd, 



' Why 
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" Why wild])' throtn each fhit'ribg vein i'' 
(;he tiy'd) " my Edwin, fpeak— 

•* Or, at) unabk to fuftain 

" Thefe pangs, my hean will break.*' 

*• Yfs — it wilt break," (he frantic cry'd) 

" For me will life refigo— 
" Then trembling know thy father died, 

" And know the guilt was mine." 

*' It is enough '." — with dwrt quick breath, 

Ezclaim'd the mournful maid : 
She fpqke ao more, but feem'd from death 

I'o hope for inflant aid. 

But lo! a penGve, lilcBt train 

With dotvncaft looks appear ; 
Who Alheri'd pallid corfe fuAaia, 

Phk'd on a fable bier. 

For haplefg Edwin fondly thought 

It might fume comfort yield. 
If good old Alben'a corfe were brought 

From off the blood-llain'd field, .tr 

He thoBghc 'twould foothe Eltruda^a paiai^ 

O'er the dear hallow'd urn 
Which Albert's facred dull contains. 

Awhile her grief* co mouto. 
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6u( ab, a1t fnotic at the fight, 

A hurried glance (he threw ; 
Then flartiDg wild with pale affright, 

That hurried glance wiihdrcwi 

Trembling flie rufh'd, and in her arrnl 

The dear remains Ihe prefl ; 
But Aidden palencfg veil'd her cbarmi 

So late in beauty dreft. 

In plaintive accents Edwin criet, 

" And bate I niurder'd ihcc ?— • 
" To other itorldB thy fpirit flies, 

" And mine this flroke fhM free." 

His hand the death-fraught weajioB grafp'd. 

The fteel he firmly preft, 
When fudden frc arofe, and cUfp'd 

Him wildly to her breaft. 

" Methoughi" yhe cry'd tvith panting brtaihj 

" My Edwin tfllk'd of peace; 
*' I knew 'twas only found in deatb, 
' " And fear'd that fad releafe. 

*' I dafp him Itill— 'twas but a dream— 

" Help yon wide wound to clofe, 
" From which a father's fpirits Aream, 

" A father's life-blood floivi. 

Vol; IV. G * 
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' But fee, from thee he (hrinki ! nor would 

" Be blafted by thy touch — 
' Ah, tho' my Edwio fpilt thy blood, 

" Yet once he lov'd thee much. 

" My father, yet ia pity ftay ! 

•' 1 fee hU white beard wave— 
" A fpirit beckoDB him away, 

•♦ And points to yoo cold grave, 

« E'en now, my love, 1 trembling heu 

«< Him breathe a laft adieu ! 
" I fee, my love, the falling tear 

*' Hi» furrow'd cheek bedew I 

«* I feel within hi» aged armi 

•< His poor Eltruda preft :' 
"I hear him fpcak the fond alarmi 

•< That wring a parent's breaft. 

« He's^nel— andTierctiaa(h«flcepj 

*< I do not heave a figh — 
" HiB child a father does not weep, 

•* For, ah, my brain is dry ! 

" But come, together let vt rova 

« At the pale hour of night, 
•' When the moon, glirom'ring thro' the grove, 

'' Shall flied her fainteft light. 



»< Well 
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" We'll gather from the rofy bow'r 

*' The feireil wreaths that bloom ; 
" We'll cull, my Iotc, each op'ning flowV, 

" To deck hit hallow'd tomb. 

" We'll thiiher frtm ihe diftaat date 

■* A weeping willoW bear; 
" And plant a lily of the vale, 

" A drooping lily there ! 

" We'll (hun the glaring face of day, 

" Eternal filenee keep j 
" Thro' the dark wood we'll chearlefs ftray^ 

" And only Htc io weep. 

*' But hark •— 'lis cdme— the fital time, 

" When, Edwin, we mui^ part ! 
" Some angel tells me 'm a crime 

" To hold thee to my heart. 

" My fathcr'a fpirit hovers near: 

" Alas, he comes to chide— 
" Is there no means, my Edwin dear, 

" This fatal deed to hide t 

" None, none — for wherefoe'cr we go, 

" Lo, ftreami of blood proceed ! 
" And Ihould the torrent ceafe to flow, 

" Yet flill our hearts would bleed. 
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*' Oar hearti the fecrct would beiray, 

" The talc of death re*»I i 
" Angeli would come in dread array, 

" The bloody deed to tell. 

" Yet, Edwin, if itt' oSeDce be thine, 

•' Too fooQ I can forgive i 
" But, oh, the guilt would all be mine, 

*' Could 1 endure to Ii»e. 

!' Farewell, my love I — for, ah, I faint ; 

" Of pale defpair I die— 
" And fee that hoary murdeT'd f^nt 

" Dcfceads from yon blue fky ! 

" Poor, weak old man !— he comei, my lorcj 

" To lead 10 heav'n the way ; 
" He knawi not heav'n will joytefg prove, 

'" While Edwin is away." 

*' It is too much !** (he frantic cry'd) 

Then to hit bofom prell 
The dying maid, who piteoui figh'd— 

And fiiDk to cDdlefi reit. 

He faw her dying cye-lidt clofe, 

He heard her latefi figh. 
And yet no tear of anguifh ilowi 

Faft flreaming from bit eye. 



nvGooj^lc 



OLD BALLADS. 

tor, ah, the fulnefi of defpalr. 
The pang of bigb-wrought woe, 

Admits no filent trembliDg tear, 
No lenient drop to flow. 

He feela within hit JhivCTiDg veini 

A mortal cbilnefs rife ; 
Her pallid corfc he feebly Aratns^ 

And on her bofom diet t 



No longer may their ba|>1efs lot 
The mournful mufe engage ) 

She wipes away the tears ibai blot 
The meiancboly page. 

For heav'o in lore dilTolveB the tiei 
That chain the fpirit here ; 

And diflant far for ever flies 
The blefling held mod dear; 

To bid the fulPccr'a foul afpirc 
A higher blifs to prove ; 

To wake the pure, refin'd delire, 
The hope that reAs above ! 
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BISHOP THURSTAN, and the KING of SCOTS, 
A BalUd. 

Now lirfl printed. 

jf. D. IIJ7. Swn afier Stephm's Jrpar lure for ITof. 
■ tnandy, the King if Scott entertd England ia a beftile man- 

acr. Si'phcn'i ^0-veif.mtttt ivas at thh lime in no con- 

Jilion lo baiie rcfijlid the inmafion, and mlhing coald have 
hreke tlie hsmt, hut the venerahU Thurflan (arcLbipep of 
Tork) iveriing upon the pidy of king David. Though 
thii prdate -was now very M. vet he prevailed viitb David 
and bis fin lo tarn him 4t Roxburgh, a caflle lying near 
the Jrontieri of bath tbeJiingdamt ; ivhere his remon^rancis 
had /uch an {frU, that ihe ScetHJb Princes geaerKufly put 
a fiop to bojtititiei, till Stephen Jheiitd reliirn to EngUnJ, 
and be enee more applied to for a definitive ■anf'uier cmf 
ferning the invepiture of Norlhiimicrland, 

GvTHRiE, book.jih, page 467, 

THRO* the fayre coimtrie of TlTiQldate, 
Kyog David marcbed forthe: 
JCyng David and bys princelye foane, 
The heroes of the nortbc, 
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And Tiolye Thurflao fro' merryc Carljrle, 

In hafle hys waye daihe wintie ; 
With manye a crofie-bMrcr gobg beforv* 

And manye a knghtc bebyude. 

Andmanyedid blrlTe that holye byfliopp^ 

As esertnore they mayc } 
For we le they knewe "twa« for bolye pcac« 

Tbat bee dyd wend that wayc. ' 

And at the caftyt of fiyre Roxburghe 
Tbe kyDg and bylhop drewc oeare, 

Tbcir horaes rcfbuadyng o'er tbe bylh. 
Their bannen ihyoing farre. 

" Now welcom, welcom, bolye TburlliD, 

" Righte welcom udio mee, 
" And ever it cheares mce, foothe to faye, 

" Soe bolye a man td fee. " 

" No hyng is welcom unto mee» 

" Nor for hym wyl! I prayc, 
" Who comes to ravage a be1pler> laodej 

" When tti liyng is farre awayc." 

Ob then befpake kyDg David, 

And full of wroth fpakc bee: 
'* Nowe I fwcare by the roodCt tb'Englifli kynge 

" Haib evermore iojur'd mee. 

G4 



n, Google 



$8 OLD BALLADS. 

*' Fro' my fonne hee kecpei ih' ioveftiturc 

*' O' Nortl-umhcriande, hysryghtc: 
" And ever I'll harrowe that unjufle kyogC} 

*' By Clirtfte in heav'n hye myghte." 

Ob then berpake the holye Thurftan, ''- 

Aoii lull of woe Tpake hee : 
t< Oh Chrifte, thy Icyngdom of heav'Dlye biyffe, 

•> AlalTe ! when fall vrce fee i 

*' For heare od earihe is noughte but Clone, 

*' L'ea kvDgs for pryde doe ill ; 
«* And when they with each oiher warre, 

" Tbe poore folke's bloode muH fpill. 

*' V^hat hath the hulbandman done wrong, 

" That yee mull fpullc hys grayne f 
*' And what the poorc wyilowe, and what the cbylde, 

" That thejF mufte alle bee tbyne. 

t* And what is the fymple mayde to blaniQ, 

" To bee made of lufte ihe preye : 
" And what the lowelye villaj;e prielle, 

♦• That yec foe ofte doe flaye i 

t' Ah ! tyraote kyngs, Ihall not the Larde 

" Revenge the poorc diftreite ; 
(» The fimplc fwaync, the helplefle mayde, 

ii The wydonre, and the pricAe ? 

»' Aa4 
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" And when' the doleful daye of doome 

" Sail callc y ee fro' the grave ; 
" Fro' the crying bloode of ihofe tDnoceni', 

" What, tjrante«, fall yec fate ? 

" Thynke yee that Chrifte, (whofe gf ntyl lawei 

" Aye breathe foe myldc a A'ayae,) 
*' Thyakeyou that Chrille (of mercyelEyD};e} 

*' Wyll free you fro" the pajqe? 

*' Did hee Dot dye alle on the roode, 

" Aad alle for the love of man ? 
" And wylt hee then five theyr guiltyc fbule*, 

" Who foe mxQye mcB have yflaoe? 

*' Farre fooner, oh kytig ! woulde I laye in myre, 

" Than fyt upon a throne ; 
(' Far fooner, oh kynge ! woulde I hcg my breade, 

*' Than weare a golden ciowne. 

*' For fall not the judge of alle doe ryghte, 

" At the doleful doome's daye ? 
•' Then what wylt avayl your crownes and (broDCi, 

" And your Aatet and counters gaye t 

" Noive thynke thee well, oh mortal kyng ! 

*' And thy proude mifdeedes beraoane ; 
*< Oh thynke what wyll fave thy haplefi foule, 

H W'ben thy pompe fall alle hee gone. 
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" Nor fancye that fl1me»wytl favc thy fouls, 

" Tho* bounteoUt they bee giv'n ; 
** Nor the rearing of abbiea, alk riche eaiovf'dCf 

'• Wyll carrye thy fuulc to hea**n. 

" FuIIe welle I knowe the craTing moakes 

" Have maoye i one beguil'd ; 
** And ofte, when a man'i layde on hy« deathe bedj 

" They lobbe the wydonre and chylde, 

" But rouze thy reafon, oh noble kyng ! 

" Not heed the cloyCter'd drone ; 
** for Dotbyng tber is a man can doe, 

'• For btoodelhedd fail attooc : 

" Sa»e the merytt of hym, who for oor fynnei 

" Dy'd on the precious roode ; 
" Add ever the cryme that molt hee hatCSi 

" la fheddyng of mao's bloode." 

Alt Woebegone then fpoke the kynge. 

And the teares ran fro' hys eync : 
*' And ever I thanlce ihee, bolye Thurflait, 

*' For thy counfayle foe dyryne. 

" But heav'n doth linowe that, from my heartO| 

" I hate to kylle and llaye t 
" And ever I hynder my men at armei» 

" Ai evermore I maye : 
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*< And Payne wouMe I (nt the peafaate Cwayne, 

" And th« wydowc poore diflrefle : 
*' And the helplelTe mstyde and (ymplc chyUCf 
" And eke the lowclye prieftc." 

Oh then befpake prince Henrye brare ; 

As he iloode by ihe kynge ; 
" Father, I knone [by confcience cleare 

" As water fro' the ipyyag. 

" And if, in arenging of our wrongei, 

'* Full manye a one i» flaync, 
*' And the bloodyc nrarrioure doth greatc fpoylCi 

*' Art thou, goode kyng, to blame i" 

" Too haflye prynce," the byfhopp cry'd, 

" To ravage is a (hame ; 
•' And when the warriours doe greate fpoytci 

** Tbeyr prynce is alle to blame, 

<* Why not goe meete your royal foe^ 

" Like men in open fielde ; 
" And if he wyll not righie your ivrongi, 

" Then take to fworde aitd (hielde ? 

*' And noti when our kyng <a farre awaye, 

•■ To ravage the counirie o'er [ 
*< To murder the weake and the iunoceate, 

•' And ctuellyc fpoyle the poore, ** 
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01> then befpake the Scottifh kynge, 

Lyke a noble kynge fpake hec: 
" Oh, 1 wyM wayte Ville your kyng Stephen 
*' Eoth com irp' o'er ihc fea, 

" Then, revereOde Thurftan, if ihy kynge 

" No more ourc ryghte delayes, 
'■ Bur wille invefte my fonne in Narihumberlande, 

" Then wytle wee goe our nayes. 

** But iff, when hec's coitle to merrye Englande, 

" He tfyll not doe us lighte, 
•* Oh then wyll I harrowe that unjufte kyng, 

" By Chrifle in heav'n bys myghie." 

*' Nowe dofte thou fpeakclike i noble kytige," 

The holye Tburftan cry'J.- 
■" And now do 1 welcom thee, royal kyngCt 

*' Of Scotlaade aye the pryde. 

" And when tny Ietg6 flialtcora agaytte, 
" Then maye hee doe thee ryghie 1" 

" Or hee fall rue," cry'd that vaHante Ifynge, 
" By Chrille in heav'n hys myghtc." 

And there, tvbyle the merrye bell? dyd ryng, 

And the minfttets blithe dyd playe. 
The Scottilh princes and the goodc byfhopp 

tiii fcaAe for nunyc a dayci . 
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Fulte manye dyd blefle that holje man, 

A> hce fat in the balle. 
And merrylyc fang ; for welle they kneare, 

Hee had refcutd them fro' ihraU. ' 

And manyeahufbaodman naiblitke 

As bee dyd reape bys grayne ; 
'' And but for Thurflan, that hol;e bifhopp, 

" Thyi alle^awayehad beenc la'en; 

" And I had beene kyll'd, and manyQ belyde, 
" Wyth our wyffea and chyldren allc : 

** And may he«»'n aye profper that bolye bylhopp, 
" That hath rcfcuci) ui fro' ibrall [" 



The BATTLE of CUTON MOOR, 

Now firft printed. 

Thk iatlU siwJ /oug/tl la the year ef ear Z-trJ llif 
(ibe third of king Slcpben). 

The interview hecween bifbop Thurflan and the kiDg 
of Scot!. 

Frem Guthrie's Hifi. of Eng. 
In the year 1137, (ifiefecand af king Suphta's rriga,) 

David, king of Scotland, invaded E''glaitd, Slefihei^t 

foverniaret was /U Ms time in ao (cndifion to hav* TftHed 
binft 
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■ "Ahw, aaJ netking watilJ have hroh thi^trm iuuhe vent' 
radir Ihurflan arMUhep ef YerVi •weriing upott the tittj 
»f king David. The ibit prelate vjai nnu very eld, ht 
frtvailed vpen David and bit Jen la tne/t him at Rttxiureh 
tafiU, lying near thejrentitn ofhelh the kingdomi, vchere hit 

■ rimottjiranc's hadfach an tffeH,lhat the Scottijh priaees gene., 
reuflypm a ftep m all hajlilitiei, till Supljtn Jhovld rtlum l§ 
England, te be once more applied l»Jar a dffiniti-ut aajwer 
eenctming the imitfiiturt ef Nartbamherland. 

Tbe bank of Curon Moor. 

Jifitr Eafter, II38, the ling tf Scotland again invaded 

Jferthumierland aad lie hi/hapriik ef Lurham : — hii difign 
Vjai prebabiy la draw Stephen from the feuth parts, and 
thereby to faiieuT tbe adhttrnti ef the tmprefs. But tie 
neilemen ef tbe north, %vb» all held greet haronies by military 
tenures, affeciatid ameng thrm/dvii la repel him:---at the 
headef this ajfociation i:'as Thurfian, the have oidanhbi- 
fi>ep 6j Tori ; the other barons were, ffilliam earl ej Albe- 
marle, dyeung nehlemax of great fpirii, and very aSive in 
arms; Waller de Gaunt, -who was very old, but of great 
repute, and at the bead of « firopg body of Flemings and 
Normans f Robert de Bruce, and hit bralber Adam, ivha 
{nofv^lhfanding their perfonal attachment to the Sielch king) 
frought into the find a numerous body <>,' brave young feU 
bivj, all compUlrly armed. Roger de Mewbray, the' hut a 
thild, game ^riat fasHien to tiie exp<ditien by the grtatnefi 
of hit family and foUovjers. Waller Efpee is mentioned like- 
VJi/e upon tbe occafion ; a inan of gigantic firen^th and fia- 

ture, and aceeunird the btft vsamor in the north. The 

Bnglijb army advanced as far as Thrufi caflh, un^er the 
iire^iom ff the old archblfhop', but thire that prelate rt- 

jigntd hii i< mmand to Ralph bijkoh ^f the Orkneys. 

air i»rm> by ihis time <was firengihenrd by /'veral nobkme* 
aj Notti«gl'am and Derbyjhire ; at iafi thy marcM as far 
as NariijalUrlon, n'here thev raifed tbe famous jl a isdard. 
fhii wai ibt mafi of a fmalljhip, ca the top of which inai 
placed 
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flaetdajihtr cre/s, and tbt macbin* itfi^mewt upem wbeth,' 
and all round it hung the banners ef St. PiUr, Bt.Jahit 

rfBtverlyy and St^^Wilfred. Tie Scgti arn^, a»V 

advaneing tuifb Idng marchti, faffed tbt river Tees, and 
tHcamped an an spcn plain called Cultn Maor, nvitbin /uv 
miles ef the Englijb. Early in the morning tbe twe armiii 
drew up in order ef battle, -wbttt, after a /evere cimtffif tht 
Scots •were routed, iriagfaid to have lofi ten thoufand mm, 
7be king and his Jon ^vere left to maintain their ground, at* 
tended enfy bj their nvn guards, tohen thfy made a rejifiaaet 
nuortfy tbtmfihies, and at lafi retired to Carljjk. (fbt 
Scotch prince Henry is famed in biflery for his iiakur, hu» 
milityf and tbe htauly ef hisferfan.) 



TH E welkin dstrke o'er CuttHi Moore 
With dreary e cloudes dyd low're 1 1 1 
The woeful carnage of that dayc 
Sill Scoilandc aye deplore; 

The river Tees full oft dj'd &ghe, 

Ai Ibee rotl'd hci wynding iloode. 
That e»er her fyWer tyde foe cleare 

Shonlde bee fweU'd vitb human bloode I 

KyogDavyd hee flode » (he rlfit)gh!Ue,- 

And the vetdante profpefte view'd'j 
Aad hee fawe thai Twefte river that o'er the mooiC 

EoU'd 00 her fyWer floode. 
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Oh then befpake that robtr kyng, 

And wiih ^rielc hyi hearle was woo'd; 

" And ever I niou'ac that yon fayre ftreinie 
*' Shuulde bee fwell'd with humaa bloode !'* 

JCynge Davyd hee fane ilie verdunte moore, 
Wirh uildc fluw'res all beftrow'de : 

" And ever I'm griev'd that (6e greene a moon! 
" Sholde bee Hayn'd with humaa bloode I 

" But more am I gric'd, alas !" he cry'd, 

" And more my hcarte U WOo'd, 
«• That foe manye warrioun young and brivc 

" Mulle tbys daye fhed iheyr bloode 1" 

As princely a hofte that kyng dyd leade 

At CTcr Itiarch'd on playnet 
Alai ! that foe maoye a warriour brave 

Should be foe foone yfUyne t 

And firile march'd forthe the Galloway men, 
Of the antienie Pifls they fprange ; 

theft fpeares all foe biightc and biicklcri Itroog 
tot rtianyc ihyles yraag. 

And then cam on the Normin troopei, 

Wiih Engliftie them amongc: 
tor tUe emprelTc Maude they cam to iightej 

To r'^hie that ladjc't wrongc. 



Aai 
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And ihfli mSrch'd ftirthe the Scottilli foots, 
And then march'd forthe tlie horfe ; 

Ib amoure ftrongc, all ihofc warrioors came, 
A greaie and warlike force. 

Kynge Datyd look'd athawrt (he moore, 
And prince Henry hys bra»e fonne. 

And they were aware of the Engliflie hofle. 
Com merrilye marching on. 

Oh then call'd forthe kyngc Davyd, 

And loudelye called hec, 
" And whoo IB heare in alle mye campe, 

" Can defcrybe yOQ faofte to mee ?" 

Then came a bearne, befyde the tente. 

An Eoglifheman was hee; 
'Twas not long fincc from rlie Engliihe hofte, 

That trai[erau$ wighte dyd flee. , 



" Nowc tell mee yon hoftes* the kyng tee cry'd, 
" And thou (halte have golde and fee— 

'* And whoo is yiya chiefe that ryrfes along 
" With hys lockcs foe aged greye ("' 

*' Oh that it W^ter de Gaiinie you fee, 
" And hee hath beene greye full long, 

•' But manye's the troOpe thSt hee dothe hade, 
'* And they are ftoute- and fironge.'' 



■Vol. IV. H 
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" And whoa u yoo chtefe foe bnght« of blee, 
" With hys troopes that beaie ibe playne i" 

^' Oh that's the young carle of Albennaile, 
" Yleadbg hyi gallante trayne; 

" A more gallante waTrioure than that lorde 

'* Ii not yon hoftet among ; 
*' And the gallante troopei that hee dothe leadcj 

*' Like hym, are iloute and youngie." 

*' And who yon fhynny watrioun twoo, 
" With theyr troopei yclad the fame i'' 

." Oh they're the Brucea, that in tbys fightc 
" Hare com t'acqutTc them fame." 

Oh then call'd oute kynge Dafyd, 

And fulle of woe fpake hee ; 
" And ever I hold ihofe Brucei falfe, 

*' For muchc they owe to inee< 

*' And who'i yon cbiefc of giante beigthe, 
" And of bulke foe huge to feci" 

** Walter Efpec ia that chiefe'i name, 
" And a poteitte chiefe ii beei 

■' Hy> nature's large aa the mountaine oake, 
" And eke as llrong hys mighte t 

" There'a ne'ere a chiefe in alle the oorthe 
" Can dare with byt^ to fighte," 
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" And nboo'i yon youihe, yan youibe I fect 
" A galloping o'er the raoorc i 

* Hya iroopei that followc foe gatiant«lye» 
*' Froclayme bytn ■ youtbc of pow're." 

' YouDg Roger de MowbFaye m that youtte, 
*' Aad hee'e fprang of ih« royal liaet 

* Hyi fresltkc ind hys foHowers, oh kyngf 
" Are allemofi a« graate at thyae." 

' And wbo'i yon aged chiefe I fit 

" AH yclad in purple vcftc?'' 
'< Oh that's the Bilhoppe o*(h' Okney iflo, ■■ 

" And hee alle the turiU bath bbOo.- 

'' And alle the refla are aoblcmei), 

•* Of fortune and fame ech oat i 
' From Notiingham and fratn DerbycAyre 

" Thofc Talhnte chiefetayaet cooit" 

' But whu*! yon glitt'rtRg tow'n I Eee 

'* I'lbe centre o' the bofie ?' 
' Oh that's tbelullam'd Aaadard, of why^S^t 

" The EngliOtt nwke fuche boafl«. 

' A maSe af a Ihipp it i> fo hie, . 

" Alle bedefl with goldefbegityej 
< And on the lOpp is a hotye cnffe, 

*' Thu fliyneidt brighte as ihe^ayCf 

Ha " J 



DoliiHinvGOpglc 



tea OLD BALLADS^ 

" Arounde !( haag the twlye banoen 

" Of manye a blefled fayntc ; 
«' Sayote Peter, and John of Beterlye, 

" And Sayntc Wilfred jhere iheye payntc. 

■■ The aged io^^^ arounde it throng, 
" With their old hayrei allc fo greyc ; 

" And manye a. chiefciayne there bowi ydownc, 
" And fo heart'lye dotbc hec pra);c." . 

Oh then hcfpake the liyng of ScotM, 

And foe heiTylie fpaVe hce : 
" Andba4I,but yonhotycftandarde, 

" Right gladfora ftdldc 1 bcc. . 

" And had I but yon .holy eflaudarde," 

" That there fo hie doth tow're, 
*■ I woulde not care for yon Eoglilhe hofle,, 

•' Nor alle yon chieftaysei pow'rc. 

« Ob had I but yon h<tKe.roodti 
" Tbai there foe brigbte.dotb flionre; 

'J I wold.e not t^ie for yoii EngUAie bofie, 
" Nor tbe worlle that tbeyc colds doc." 

Oh then befpake prince H^ry, . 

And like a braTeJiriace fpakc,bee>: , 
'* Ah let ug but fighte like vajlaiice men,' 
'* And wee'lmak«.yoobollcs;tofiee, , . 
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*' Oh l^t U8 but fighic like valiante men, 

" And to Chrille'i wyll ybowc, 
** And jon ballow'd flaodatde OuM bee ouri, 

" And the riilorie alfoe." 

Priace Hentye was as brave a youthe 

As ever fought in fielde ; 
Full many a warrioifre ihat dieadc day 

To hjm bys lyft-dyd y«ildc. 

PriDce Henrye was ag fayre a youthe 

As the funnc dyd e'rc efpye ( 
Fall manye a lady* in Scottifhe landc 

For that young ptincedyd fighc. 

Ptiace Henrye call'd hyi yong fool page, 

Andthus lo hym fpakehee: 
" Oh heede my wordes, and ferve mec true, 

*' And thou fall have golde and fee. 

*' Stande thou on yonder rifipg hylle, 

" Fulle fafe I wcenc the fyte : 
*' And frnm thence oh marke thee well my ciefle 

" In all the thiekefle fighte. 

" And if, o'ei<come with Woundcs, I fallc, 
" Then take thee a fwifie fivifie fteede, 

" And from thys moore to Dunfties towne, 
" Oh ryde thee awaye with fpeede. 

H 3 .. T 
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" I'here to the ladye Alice wende t 
" (You'll litiowe that lorclye fiyre, 

" For the fayrefte anyit in all that tOWBC, 
*' Cannot wlib hei compare ;) 

" And tell that ladye of my woe, 

" And idle her of my ln»ei 
*' And gWe ic> her tbyi golden ring, 

" My tender faytbe to prove, 

** And ftryve to cheare that lovelye mayd* 
" In alle her griefe and care : 

*' For well I knowe her gen-le hearts 
" Dyd ever holde mee deare.** 

And Donre the EogUfh holle dreire oeare, ' 

And alle in battle arraye ; 
Thcire Oiyiung fwoides and gtitt'riog fpearei 

Shot rounde a brillianic raye. 

And Dowe both raltanle hoftei cam neare, 

Eache other for to flaye ; 
Whyle ivaichfulle havered o'er their beadet 
Full manye a byrde of preye> 

The Am bebynde the darke darke doudei 

Dyd byde each beamy raye, 
A* fearefulle to beholde the woe 

That mark'd that doleful daye. 
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The thundVing vrynde* of beav'n arofe. 

And rulh'd from pole to pote, 
Ai ftryTing to drowae the groanei amd fighet 

Of manj'e a djrciag Ibule. 

Serne deathe hee hearde the dtouies of wure. 

That ecchoed aroundc foe lotide; 
And hee roat'd hym to th' embattled fielde, 

To feafte on human bloode. 

And fyrfie the P'l&Hh race begaa 

The caroagc of that dajt ; 
The ciie* thejr made were like the fiotm 

That rendei the rocket avraye. 

Thofe fierce fierce men of Oallowaye 

Began t hat day of dole ; 
Aod their Ihouies were like the thunder's roare, 

That't hearde from pole to pole, 

Nowe bucklers rang 'gainfi fwordes and fpearet^ 

And arrow! dimm'd the playne : 
And manye a warrioure taye fulte lowe, 

And manye a chicfe was flayne. 

Oh woeful woeful was that daye, 

To chylde and wydowc dreare ! 
For there fierce deathe o'er human race 

Dyd triumphe 'farre and oeare, 

H4 Drearft 
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Dfcare was the jaye— in darkc darkc cloude* 

■The Welkin alicendrown'd J 
But furr more dreare ibe woeful fcene 

Of carnage alle aroundc. 

Dreare wat the founde of waning wyndcs 

That foughte along the Ikycj ; 
But farre mi^re dreare the woeful ibunde 

Of dying warrioures fighei. 



Laden wttb deathe's aopiiying arme, 

oivordee fell and arrowes flewe ; 
The wydow'd wyfe and fatherleffe chylde 

That daye of dole fall rue. 

Ten ihoufande Scotli, who on ihat morne 

Were marching alle foe gaye, 
By nlghie> alas 1 on that drearye moore 

Poote mangled corps ylaye. 

Weepe^dames of Scottlande, weepe and waile. 

Lei your fighes reecho tounde ; 
Ten ihoufande brave Scotia that hail'd the morne. 
At night laye deade on grounde. 

And yee, fayre dames of merrye Englande, 

Aa fafle youie teares mufie poute j 
For manye's th& valiante Englifbemaa . 

Thai yec fall fee noe more. 
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.Sigbe, dames of BngUnde, and lamcnte, 

And mtnye a falie tcare flied ; 
For maoye ao Englifliman hail'd that morne. 

That ere the nyghie was deade. 

The Scottfl the}' fled i but (till their kyoge. 

With hya brave fonne by hys fyde, 
Foughte long the foe (biave kyoge and prince, 

Of Scottlande aye the pryde). 

The S«>tti they fled ; but ftiUe the kyng, 
With hya brave foane, foughte full ivelle, 

Till o'er the mowc an arrowe yflcwc— 
And brave prynce Hcorye felle. 

AUe ihys efpy'd his yong (bote page, ■ ■ 

From the hille thereon he ftode i 
And foone hath bee mounted a fwifte fwifte Ileede, 

And fooDC from the moore bath rode. -I:; 

And bee hath croli'd the Tees fayre i1ream& . 

Nowe fwellM with human bloode ; 
Th'affrighied page he nerer ftay'de, ■. , 

Tyll to Dumfries bee hath rode. , 

Fayre Alice was goii to the holye kiike, 
Wiih a fad hearte dyd flice goe ; ., ., 

And ever foe fafte dyd jhe cryc to beav'n, , 

•* prynce Hcnrye favc from woe," ,, 
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Fayre Alice Ihee hied faer to the cboire, 
Where tbe prieHet dyd cbannte foe flowe i 

And CTcr flice cry'd. " May the holye fayntea 
" Prince Henryc f«TC from woe !" 

Tayre Alice, with manye a leare and figbe* 

To Mary's Ihrine dyd goe { 
And foe fait fhee crydc, " Sweete Mary< nyldc, 

•* Prynce Henry fave from woe l" 

Faytc Alice Oiee koelte bye ibe b>]low'd roode, 

Whyle fafte her tearea dyd flowe t 
And ever Ihce cry'd, <' Oh Jweete fweete SaTioure, 

** Prynce Henrye fiiTc from woe !'* 

Fayre Alice look'd oufC at tbe kirlce doore, 
. And beavye ber heane dyd bcatei 
For fliee was aware of tbe prince'i page^ , 

Com Kalloptag thro' rhe fireeie. 

Agayne |iyre Alice looWd out to fee. 

And well nigbe dyd Ibee fwoone f 
For nowt fhee was fure it wm that page 

Com ^loping tbro* the towne. 

" Nowe Chrifle thee f»n, thou fweete young page, 

" Now ChrJite tbec fave and fee ! 
•' And howe doihe fweete prynce Henrytf 

*' I praye ihee telle to mc." ' 
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The page hee look'd it (he tayn Alice^ 

And hy* heane wa* fuUc of woe ; 
The page hee look'd at (be hfrt Alice, 

Tyll byi (tare* faJle 'gu (o ftowe. 

•' Ah woe ii me !" fad Alice cryM, 

And tore her golden bay re; 
And foe fafte Ibee vrang her lilty handei, 

AUe Hoo'd with fad iefpajn. 

■■ The Englilbe keeps the bloodje fielde, 

" FuUc maoyea Scott ii flayne* 
" But lyvca pryiice Henry ?** the ladjrc cryM, 

" All elfc (o race it rayne<— 

•' Oh lives the prince? I praye thee telle,* 

Fayre Alice Hill dyd calle : 
« Thefe eyei dyd fee a keene nrowe flye, 

«' Dyd fee prince Henrye lalle.'* 

Fayre Alice flie lat her on tbe graunde. 

And never a worde hee fpake { 
But like the pale image dyd fiiee looke, 

For her bearte wai nighe to brcake. 

The rofe tltnt once Joe tin^'d her chetke, 

Wai nowe, a1a> ! noe more t 
But the whitenefle of ber liUyc Ikla 

Wat fayrer than before. 

• 
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'* Fuyrt ladye, rife," the page excUym'de, 
" Nor Jaye thee here thus lowe."— 

Shee aofwered cot, but heav'il a fighe, 
That fpoke bet hearte feltc woe. 

Her maydeni came and Urove to cheare, 
But in Talue waa all their care ; 

The towaesfoike wept to Tee that ladye 
See 'whelm'd id dreadc defpayre. 

They Tais'de hcrftom tht4anlt7 grounde, 

Aod rprinkled watej-fayre ; 
But the coined water ftoo) the fpring 

Was not foe colde as tier. 

And nowe came horfemen to (he tOWDe, 
That the pryoce had fente with fpeede ; 

With tydyngs to AUce that he dyd iirc. 
To cafe her of her dreade. 

For when that hapleft. prince dyd fillc. 
The arrowc dyd cot bym flaye; 

But hys followers bravelye refcued bym. 
And convey'd bym fafi^jray, 

Brarelye theye reJ^«d jhatinoUe prince) 
And to fayre Carlile bvn):bore ; 

And there that brav^.f^pun^prineedydlyre, 
Tho' wounded fad and Jore. 
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Fayre Alice the tvood'roui tyd'mgi htaide. 

And thrice for joyc (b«e figh'd : 
That faapkffe fayre, when ftice faearde the netrei, 

She rofc— flic fmil'd^-and djr'd. 

The t^arei that her byfemaydetit flied, 

Rao free from their brighte eye» j , • 

The,ecclioiog ipynde that ihea.dyd blo?K, *> 

Waiburden'd with iheyre.fighei. 1. , : , 

The pagefaee (aw the loTcIye Alice '. . . .'3 

Jq a deepe deepe grave let doirne, 
Aod at her heade a green-turfe ylayde, ■■. . 

And at herfcete a ftoocl : ... v . . . 

Then with manye a tearessd roaaye a lighe ' 

Haibe hee by'd hym oo.hyt waye j 
And hee hath com to CarHIe lOwse, ' 

All yclad in blacke larr^e. 

And nov hath lie com to the priocc'i bailey 

And lowelye beote tiyi knee i 
" And hfwc'i* the ladye Alice fa fayre, 

" My page, com telle to mee.'' 

" Oh, t^ lailye Alice, foe lovelye fayre, 

" Alasl IB deade and gOD ; 
" Aod a( hcc heade i( a greeoe grafi turfe, 

** And at her foots a fiooe. 



DoliiHihyGoOglc 



uo OLD BALLADS. 

" Tbe ladye AUce u 4eacle and gon, 
" And the «orine( fc«dc bf her fj^ j 

" And slle for the Iom of ihee, tA piyace, 
*' That beauteous l^dfe djt'd. 

■* And where lliee'* la^de the greetie turfe gnnret, 

" And a colde graTt-Aone U there; 
'* But the den-clad turfe, nor the colde eoUc ftfuvr 

" Ii not foe colde M her.^ 

ph then prince Henrfe {ad dyd fighe, 

Hys hearte alle Fiille of trao : 
That baplefle ptinoe jbeate hya breafi^ 

And faAc byt tearci 'gas fiowe. 

*' And art thou goa» mjr Onete AHoe i 

" And art thou gov j" heecty'd; 
'* Ah ivoulde to hear'n ibat I witb tfaeff, 

** My faytbful Iotc, haddjr^dl 

*• And have I lofe tbce. m^ finet Aiioe? 

'* And art thou deadc and gen }. 
*' And at thy deere heade a gntcn gnfi lurf^ 

" Andattby footea.fionci 

•• The turfc tbtt'i tferthf gave, ian Alior, 

'" Salt with my tearei bee wet ; 
" And the ^e ax thy fecte fail mcltei lam, 

•* Ere I will tbcc forget." 
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Aad wbe'b the ncwe* otn to menTC Eaglwde 

Of tbe battle in the northe ; 
Oh then kynge Stephen and hyi noble* 

Soe merryltc marched fbnbe. 

And thejfc have bad juftet and tournamentefi 

And have feifled o'er and o'er; 
And merrylie metrylie have they rejoic'd. 

For the vicloric of Cuton Moore. 

But man)' a £ghe addi to the wyttde, ■ 

And manye a teare to the ftov're. 
And manye a bleedyng beirie huh broke,. 

For the battle of Cuton Moore- 

And manyc'i the wydowe allc fbrlomei 

And hclpleffe orphan poorc. 
And man;'* Ap maydca that fall rrfie 

The vidorye of Cutoa Uoore. 

The kdye Alice ii Uyde in her grar«. 
And a ctdde Aooe markcs tbe lite ; 

And many* the miyde like her doth dye, 
Caufe kyagei aai nttblei wylt figbtc. 

The lady Alice U hyde full low^ 
And her mayden teara doe poure. 

And manyc't the trretchc with them fall vetfe. 
For the vifioryc of Cuton Moote. 
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The hoiyt priefte iktih weepe at he fynga 

Hy« maflcBo'er aod o'er ; 
And alle for ihe foul» of them thatwere flajne 

At the battle of Cuton Moore. 



The MURDER of PRINCE ARTHUR in Rones 
Cafllc. 

Now firft piloted. 

Til haHad ef print* Arthur ii explained iy tbefoUfai'ini 
txlraafrm ththifiary o/Ei^Uni: 

" King John, thlniing btjhould have no quiii ai &«j 
" as prince Arthur Hiir J, ( far king Philip anj tit Brrlins 
*' fliil prtjffd far his delivery,) rejalvtd. to Jijpatcb him 
*' pti'vaiely, — — . — . ~ Confidning the imparlance ef tht 
" affair, and the great miJLhief and reproach that the difcu- 
" -very af it might bring upea him, the king- rtjolmed It 
'* truji at /em •saith the knowledge af it as he could help : 
" i.vbcrrupon, earning one might in a hot to the foot «/ « 
" lower ef the cajile i^f Raurn, be prr/cntly ordered iiint 
** to he brought dawn and put into the boat i vjhereuptit 
*' the prince, apprehending his approaching fait iy bl$ 
" uncle's flence, prefently abating his former _fierctsi^i, 
" /^""g himfrlf at his fett, in hopes to oitaia mercy ; 
" kut ikt cruel king prefentlji drew his /word, and ran 
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" bim fiiifral I'mts ihreugh hii body, till he had d-fpatched 
'* bim : thin carrying thi carps/airu feta Ita^ua de-tsm the 
■' Jream, tbiyfiung h into the river Sci/if. 

Gdthkie (from Tyrrel and others)' 



' IV yfONG hilles anil woodelandes, maoye a myle 

iVl Seine roll'd his murm'ricg flaode ; 
And, winding, wafli'd the ftatelye towVes, 
Where Rouen's faire caftle Iloode. 

Dreare dartnefle, with her mi}urnefulle Qiade, 

Had Tpreadc the welkin o'er. 
And bid frotn riew (h* embattled walls 

That decltt the wyodioge ihore. 

No more was hcarde the voice ofinan. 

Soft flept each wearied hinde ; 
No founds— fave haplefj Arthur's fighes, 

That inuriiiiu''(l with the winde. 

From an old tow'r of drcarye heighte, 

Forlorne, thro' Gothic graie. 
The haplefs prince look'd o'er the floode, 

And moum'de hys wretched fate. 

" Yee wyndea, that rove the forefls fiee, 

" Why roar ye as ye blowe ? 
*' Ye warei, that dalh agajnA thefe tow'res, 

•' Why murmur as ye flows ? 

Vol. IV. I '• Yoi 
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** You wyndet en)pyt the blifle to t/x^St 
" The fwectei of freedom knowe i 

" Yee wand'riag wavet, boir bleft jrour ftte, 
•' Where're you wille to fflowe ! 

" Or U'l in p'ltjre to my fighei, 

" That rounde thcfc tow'res yee nnreP 

** And you, faire rirer, da(b youre wcs 
*' So oft Bgaiafteibe fliore i 

*' How blcAe were I, ycc wyndei aai vawct, 

" Ifl like you coulde rore ; 
** Like you coulde wyode my chearful wayCt 

** Tbro' Ibrcfle, bille, and grove ! 

•' Burwoeiimee, here doom'de to watte 

" Mye li^ id hopekfle woe ; 
** To number iigbe<— thai flilte mulle beaye,, 

*' And teares— that flille muAe flows 1 

*' Fulle manyc a daye hath told its hourcs, 
•' Since I haveligh'd for peace j 

■' And manye a daye mufl fiille rollc on, 
" 'Ere mye misiforEUDes ceafe. 

" Mye fole employe to counte the wot* 

*' That fiUe up my defpaire ; 
'* Amothct'itearea— I cannot wipe-^ 

*■ A crownc— I cannot weaic. 



' A loTclye 
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" A loTclye filler in my caufe, 
'" Debarr'd of libenye ;-. . — ^ 

" A thoufaade friendea, orcapiivc inadt, 
*' Or flaync in fyghte formee. 

" My fleepe to me affordc* no peace ; 

" Fell faticye ftille wille wake, 
" And doubles every pang of woe, 

*' My wearied foul to racke. 

" Oh then, with every care renew'd, 

" I wake right fulle of woe ; 
" Wake — but to mark the dafhing tvare, 

" And hear the rude wyndetblowe. 

" Then, theo, difintaed at my fate, 

" And frantic with my feares, 
;* I load the tempeAe with my Cghs, 

*' The river with my tearcs. 

" Fulle manye a fun hath fat in miAe, 

" Ai wearied with mye dghe» ; 
" The fame my miferye, when agayne 

" That pitying fun did ryfe. 

" The gentle moooe, when brighte her beamca 
" Upon thefe tow'rei ihec tbrowcB, 

" Oft' hydee her face behindc a doude, 
" As weeping for my woe». 

la 
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*' But yet, were 1 'mong all my race 
" Alone o'ernhelm'de with cares, 

*' IM be relign-'de— tho' bounde in chaiieSf 
" Alii fmile amid my tearcs. 

*■ Bur, hapleffe Conflance, mother dcare ! 

" Thy pangB too welle I h«de; 
•* With thyne my tearetfor cter flowe, 

" Like thine, my hcaric aye bleede. 

•* Sweet Elenor, for beauiyc fam'de, 

*' DJinfelof Brittanye j 
" I woulde not tiTe, if ihat thy woe* 
*' ^Deare mayde) coulde dye with mee> 

. (( Ah, would I were a peafante fwayne, 
" Of humble lintage borne! 
" Connoted would I tende my flocke, 
" Nor heedc the proude man's fcoroe.' 

*' Contented by our humble cott, 
" From morne to eve Td toile ; 

" And thiiike tighte bounteous my rewarde, 
*• Dewe mother, la ihy fmile. 

" Noe tutnoltilhen, noemurdVous warrc, 
" Woulde frighteiheeiviih alarrai ( 

'* And, oh ! noe cruel uncle tearc 
" Thy children from iby araics. 
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" What, tho* noe reilmea Ihauld court onr nod, 

" Nor cofonet* gild our brows ; 
•' What arc their pilde bui painted care t 

" Their gemi but glitt'ring woes ? 

" lo peace wec'd lliare the fruj^al mealc, 
" And blcfle the tviht't iocrcRfe i 

** The rifing fuo Iboulde hailc oorioye, 
" Aad feitiDg gilde our peace. 

" Andwhen in caloie contents and peace 

*' WecM paft our defiia'd hourei, 
" Some genile fwain fliould make our grare, 

" And flrew ihe turfc with Qov/'nt." 

The haplelTe prince thus firove by plainci 

To mitigate bys payneB, - - 

Till, mad with woe, hee beare hit breafle^ 
And bowliog cUnk'd bya cfaayoeB. 

The hoUowe low'n, and winding wallcs, 

Hys fighs reechoe'd rounde i 
The dlflsDte hillet, in dying notcc, 

Rettiro'd the playntire fuunde. 

The nigbte, coUcfling e»ery cloude 

That form'J her darkeft traine, 
Secm'de to hm^ot the tale of woe 

That broke her Clent reign. 
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And none, tho' all arountie wai darkf , 

And flormy raiae did fallr, 
A boaie came roviog down ihe llrMme, 

Beneathe the callle walle. 

The night-birdet fcreim'd a cry of dreade. 

The death-belle thrice did ring; 
And thrice at Arthur's window hati 

A raven flapp'd it> wing. 

Arthur remark'd th' iIl-onieD|,d foaoif 

And thrice hee trembled fore i 
And thrice bee wip'd (he clamroy drop! 

That from his browe did potirc. 

And foon hee faearde the vnce of men 

Low wifp'ring at the walle ; 
Unhappy Arthur, ftrucke with dread^;. 

To bea?'n for heipe did calle. 

Hee heard the gate cncke on its hinge, 

That led to bit abode—- — 
*' Now, heav'o, befricnde mee !'' Arthur citedi 

*' For this bodes mec no goode," 

And nowe came in the tyrante Johp, 

With ruffians all arowe ; 
A bloody fworde was in kyg hande, 

^ frowne upon hys br4.ve, 
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At dreadei the lambc, when ruddenlye. 

He feet the wolfe appeare ; 
So faaplefle Arthur waxed pale. 

To find bya f«ce Is aear. 

Then kneeling quick upon hh knee, 

And dropping many a tcare, 
Hee flro*e to foothe the tyrant's rage. 

With manye a piieout prayer. 

" Ah, rpire me, royal uncle, Tpare 

" A youthc bencathe thy frowne ! 
" Give me but life — give me but peaces* 

*< And keepe my curfed crowne. 

" Oh let mee live 'mong peafante fwaines^ 

" Aye lofte to thoughts of flate ; 
" I'll never murmlir at the change, 

" Nor with for to be greate. 

" Oh imcte 1 change that crtiel frowne, 

*' That datlte determin'd browe ; 
" See, fee me, iho* unus'd to kneete, 

" Laye at ihy feet thus loivc. 

•< (Ala> 1 whar wordes can I invent, 

*' Hy» purpofe to averie ? 
'? Oh teach roe,' hefev'n, wiih force to plead*— 

*' To touch hii ruthlefs hearte.) 

I 4 " And 
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" And canfl (hou kille mfCj uncle deare, 

*' And caotl tbou make me bleede ? 
•* Andcsnftihou fijye thy brother's cbilde, 

*' That at thy fecte doth pleadc ? 

•' Oh fpare race, fpare mce, noble Itioge ! 

*' Nor thy otvtie honoure ftaioe ; 
" So {hall heav'n bleffe thee for my fake, 

" And profper bog thy reigne. 

" So Ihalle thy name ior ages long 

" Shyne bright beyonde compare ; 
" And this good aRe, in hoDoui's roll, 
" Be aye recorded faire.'' 

■' Noe, Atihgr, noe ! ihou now mud dye,'* 

The ruthlede tyranu crj'de : 
" Thy boafted title to my crowne 

*' Shall no more woundc my. pride,'' 

* Ah cruel uncle ! flay thy hamlc— 

" The deede too late ihou'lt 'moane ; 
' Par well I weene its dreade edefles 

** Shall Ihake thee from thy ibrone. 

■ And thioke, when dcathe Ihall end thy diyes, ' 

'* That kinge of all belowe, 
< Shall not this deede add lo his dartcs 

" Ten thoufand pang* of woe ?'* 

" Enoughe," 
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" Enoughc," the angry ryranta cryde, 
'* The nyghte wearea fafte awayc ; 

'* Turne thee to God— far ihou muft dye]l 
" Before the dawDc of daye." 

Th' affrighted oighte-birdei fcream'd and y^ll'd 

The drearye tore're arounde ; 
The river left its oozy bed. 

And fought ihe meadow grounde. ' ' 

Welle may yee fcreame, jiee birdes of nighte, 

Ab rounde the tow're ye ilraye ; 
For they have flaytie the haplefs prince^ 

Before the dawne of daye. ' 

Well itiayft thou, Seine, from o6t tliy 6cdd 

Remove thy frighted floode ; 
Fur they have llaine the hapIelTe prince,' 

And fliedde hyg deare heaite'i bluigde. . 

Yei, tKey have flayne the hapUlTe prinpe, , 

'Ere hee had tynie to.praye, , 
And throiviie his bodye in the floode, 

Before ihe dawne.of daye; 

They've buried iheprince in a wairy gr^vc,' 

Wiih all the fpeede thcye mayc ; ■ 
And tyrante John, with the «juffe;of hta.v'n, 

Hath hied him op hy» waye. :' 
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PRINCE EDWARDE and ADAM GORDON. 

Noir firft pTiDted. 

ThefuhjtH tfthiihallaJ ii laitiifriiwi lit bi/tarf tf 
EgglaaJ, tbt latter part of tijt rei^a ef Henry the IIU. 

TO Adam Gordoii'i gloom^e bxuate 
Prince Edwarde wounde byi tvajte i 
*' And couldc I but meete (hit bold OutUiK, 
" In the wolde where hee doih i*je\" 

Prince Edwards boldlye wouode bic naye 

The briart and bogs amongc ; 
*' And coulde I but finde thai botdc oullawv* 

" Hy» lyfe ffiouide not be longe. 

*' For hee bilb hiimn*ed ttierrye Hamp4ire, 

" And manye a fjiolle pofftfte; 
" A boldec outlnwe iImb this wight 

** Ne'er trod by eafteaDil wcAet 
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" And oow come on, my nerrye meti a!l, 

" Nor heede ihc drearyc waye'j 
<■ For collide I but meete that boMe oathwe« 

" Fulle /bone I would fay m llaye. 

" And when wee meete m hardyc fyglite, 

" Let no one come betweeoe; 
" For Adam o'Gordon'i as brave a man 

" As cifcr fotighte on grcenc.'* 

Then fpalce a kmghte, " It maye be longc 

•' Ere Gordon you flialle fyndej 
" For bee dothe divelle io a drcarye baunte, 

" Remote from human kynde. 

" Among the woMes and deepe moraffe 

" Hyt lodging bee hath ta'en ; 
" And never that wand'riog wight wcnlC io, 

" That ere came out ;lgayne. 

*' So darke, fo narrowe,' and fo dreare, 

*' Tbcwyndyngsallaboute, 
" That fcarce (he birdes that fcim the aire 

" Can fynde their wayc throoutc." 

Prince Edwarde drewe hya dai-kU browne farorde. 

And fhoake bys Ibynyng lance : 
" And rather I'd fyghte thy* boldc outlawc, 

** Then alle the peer! of France." 
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Prince Ednard grafp'd hit buckler flroog, 

And proadly marched fonlie : 
*' And rather I'd conquer ihyi botde outlawe, 

" Then allc ihe koightei o'thc norihe.'' 

And iben befpake a valiaaCe kayghie : 
** Now, prince, thy wordes make goodc ; ^ 

•' For yonder I fee that proude ouilawe, 
'* A cominge forthe the woode." 

Then quick ihe prince lit off hyi fteede; 

And onwarde wounde hyi waye : 
*'^Now ftande yee bye, my merry men alle, 

" And yee IhallYee brave playe." 

Brave Adam o'Gordon fawe ihe prince, 

Ai hee cam forthe the wotde ; 
And foone he knewe hym by hy$ filicide, 

And byi banners all of golde. 

** Arouze,'' he cricde, " my merry men alle, 
" And Aande yee wclle your gruunde ; 

" For yonder great prince Edwarde corns, 
*' For valoure fo lenowDde." 

" Now welcom, welcom, Adam Gordon, 
" I'm gtadde I have ihee foundc; 

" For manye a dajclre foughie for thecy 
" Thro' allc the counttye rounde." 
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" Nowe here I faeare,'' braTc Adam cried, 

" Had I but fo beenc rolde, 
" I woulde have met thee longe 'ere nowe, 

" In citic or in woUe." 

Oh then began as fierce a fyghtc ] 

As 'ere wa» foughie in fielde; 
The prince was ftoote, ihe outlawe flroog, 

Their heartei with courage fieel'de. 

Fulle manye an houre in valiante fyghte 
Thefe chieftaines bolde did clofe ; 

Full man ye an houre the hi lie e >ad tvoodei 
Reechoed with their blowei. 

Full many a warfiour Itoode aroUnde 

That marvellous fighte to fee. 
While from their woun,de> the gulhtog bloode 

Ranne like the founiaiqe free. 

Thrice they agreede, o'erfpeote with toyle. 

To ceafe their flurdye blowes ; 
And thrice (hey A(ip()'d to quench their thirfte. 

And wipe their bloodyc bronea. 

Edward aye lov'd that braverye 

Wbich Adam prov'd in fighte, 
And, with congenial riitue fir'd, 

Rcfolr'd to do hiro lighte. 
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■* Adam, t^y vnlour cbanai my (mil^ 

•* 1 CTcr Io« the brave ) 
'* And tho' J feire not ibjc dretd fivoidc, 

** Tby bonoure I woulde fare. 

*' Here, Gordon, do I pligbte my baiide» 

*' My honouT and rcutwae^ 
'* Tbat, if thou to my fworde wilt yeilde, 

" And my allegiance owne^— 

*' But more, — if then vrit be mj fnende, 

" And faithful fhare my beaite, 

** I'll ever profc gentle unto thee ■ — 

** Wee never more witk parte. 

*' Thou, in the raging batile'i hMi«, 

*< Shalle aye fighte by my fide, 
'* And at my table and my court* 

*' In dmei of peace prifi<lf* 

** When profi^roui fate fllall gilde my throne, 

** Thou fhalt partake my joye ; 
** When trouble* hm'rc, to fbothe thy prince 

*' Shall bee thy fole employe. 

*< AoA 1 to thee the fame i*i1l prove, 

" A gentle bofom friend } 
** In joy to fliare thy happiacflb, 

" In woe thy carea to end* 



" Nowc, 
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" Nowc, Adwa, t^Ve thy Igfling choice, 

" Thy prince awaites thy worde ; 
" Accepte, brave man, my fmile or frownc— 

" My iHcDdOiip or my fwordc." — 

Brave Adam, llrwk with woodcr, fpjs'dr— 

Hee figh'd at every worde t 
Then, fallbg qiiicke upon hys koeea 

Hee gave the prince hyi, fworijs. 

Upon the vamoure'i dark brotcne cbeeke 

A leare wm feeoe to Ihyn e ■ ' ' 

Hee Uyde hys haode upon by> he9rte^<^ 
" Brare Edwarde, I am tbync' 

The pytying prince the «:a;rionr raii'de. 

And prefa'd hym tohishcarte; 
" Adam, tby prince will bee thy frUndc,— > [ 

" We oeTcr more will parte." 

A Ihoutlng fra/tt tlipir foUowert bye 

Proclaym'd the joyful fouode i 
The hills and voodlande*, echoing Ioi|d, 

Difpers'd the lydyngt rounde. 

The prince th^ made thft brare o^tlawe 

On hys own fleeiie to ryde. 
With banneri rich ap4 flapping) gEye, 

And he rode by hyi fyde. 
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And nlien with (houtes to Gmlforde towne 

Thys nobie traync c»meon, 
O'crjoy'd, our royal queenc came fonhe, 

To meeic her warlyke fon. 

" Fayre fiin,' fajre ("on, more ileare to mcc, 

" Than alle that lyfe can give, 
" Full many a daye the Ififfe of thee 

" Hathcaus'd myhearte to grierc. 

" And wbeoce that llayne upon thy thielde 1 
" Thai bloodc upon thy browe ? 

*' Oh ! thou haft had fome dcfperate fyghtc, 
'■ And didll not iet mee knowc. 

*• Was it among the rebel hofic 

" Thy fworde hath got this flayoe ? 

" And are their banners oTerthronnc fj 
" And proude Earl Derbye flaine? 

•' Or is't were Kenllworth's proud tow'res 
" O'erlook the neighbour play nes, 

•' That rhou haft rear'd thy conquering armei, 
" And fix'd thy father's rejgne, 

*' Oh ! I've not been where Derby'* earl 

" The rebel caufe upholdet ; 
" But I've o'ercorae a brarer man, 

" 'Mong foreftB, boge, and woldt. 
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'■'Nor have I fecne proud Keailworth, 

" Wiih row'rt all arowe ; 
*' But I've o'ercome a braver maa 

*' Than Kenilworth 'ere did koowe. 



" Adam o' Gordon U that inan> 
" A braver ne'ef was feene"— 

Then tooke the warrjoure by tlie hande, 
And led bym to the queene. 

And there the Gordon was carreft'd, 

With tiltes and tevelrye; 
And nofie in alle the lournameofea, 

Was foundc with him to rye. 



Where'ere the royal Edwarde foughte, 
Erare Gordon aye woulde wende j 

And Edwarde, like a noble prince, 
Wat ever Corekn's friends. 



Vol. IV. k CUMNOft 
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CUMNOR HALL. 

Now firlt ptiatcd. 

Cmmnar li Mar Ahingtm, in Bcrifiire. 

Thefinry ef thi unha^ cMmltfi efZ^ictfitr,m)li»nt>ai 
murdtreJ ihcre in qatta Eiixabrth'i time, maj hi ficM al 
large in Albmoi^s Aniiquiliei of Btrljbire, in 'u:bafe limt Ihe 
ruins of the bail vitTeJiill panding. — f( bad hten HmHoiI^ 
afiffct fff relirenuMt/ar lin'mBiiu ef Abii^tPit. 

THEdevioffDininer nigbtedidfalle, ■ 
The moone (itMK regente of tbe (kje) 
Silrcr'd the nalles oF Cumnpr Halle, 

And manye an oakc (bacgrewe lUcz^yc. 

Nowc noughte va« hearde beaeath the Iklci, 
(The foundes of bafyc lyfe were ftille,) 

S>*e an unhappie ladie'i Gghet, 
That ifTued frpm that lonelye file. 

" Leicefter," flicc cried '* ii ihys thyloTC 

■• That thou fo oft hai fwone to mee* 
" To lea»c mee in ihyi lonelye gro»c, 

" Iromurr'd in (hameful priviiie ? 
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f No more thou com'fl jvujj lorer'a ifjfffi^t 
" Thy once-beloved bryde to fee ; 

" But bee ihee alive, or bee Daec deadc^ 
" 1 ftare <Eterne carle'*) the fame to ihe^* 

" Not fo the u{a£e I receiv'd, 
" When happye in my faihcr'i halle ; . 

" Ko faiihleQb hulbaade then me gtitj'd, 
" No chilling huti did mec fpp^- 

" I rofc up with the chearful morne, 
" Mo lark more .blith, do flow'r nuftf ^tyt t 

" And, like ihe hlrde ihac havntea ib^ thofiofft 
" Sonerryl^e fung tbeliTo-liuigdajEp^. 

" If that my beautye is but (malic, 

" Amongcokuiiladiu atldefpis'd ; 
•' Why didfl iboii tend it from ihat halle, 

" Where (fcoraeful carle) it well wjft pta/^.^t 

" And when you ^tfl^o itKca^i^.ruitei ' 
•* How fayre I was yoa oft woulde C»yt I 

" And, proude of cQngi)e(l— plucjt'd F^f &uite^ 
" Then lefte the bbflbip to Accsye. 

«* Yo, nowe oe^le^ed ajid derpU'fl, 
" The rofe is pale — the lilly's deadc — 

" But hce that once tj^cir t;t)3riD;s fo priz'd, 
" Is liue the caufe thqfc cbatniii are -fiedde. 
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' For koowe, when (ick'ning gricfc doth preye 
" And tender lore's repay'd with fcornc, 

' Thefwecteft beautye will deciye— 
*' What flow'ret can endure the ftorme ? 

' At court I'm tolde it beauty'* throne, 

" Where Cferye lady's paffing ratei 
< That eafiern flow'rs, that fiiaroe the fna, 

" Are not fo glowing, not foe fayre. 

* Then, carle, why didft thou leave the beddi 
'* Where rofe« and where lillyi vie, 

' To fe«k a primrofe, whofe pale (hadea 
" Muti fickeit— when thofe gaudes are bye t 

' TUorg rural beauiict I was one, 
*' Among the fieldi wild flow'rt are faire ; 

* Some countrye fwayne might met have won, 
" And thoughce my beautie paSog rare. 

" But, Leicefter, for I miichani wronge) ' 

•* Or lis r(ot beautye lurei thy rowel j 
" Rather «nibttion'i gilded crowne 

" Makei cheeforget thy humble fpoufe. 

* Then, Leicefter,- why, again' I pleade, 
" {The injuT'd furel; e may repync,) 

' Why didft thou wed a countrye mayde, 
•' When fomc fayre princelTc might be thytw ? 

" Why 
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' Why didA thou praife my humble charmci, 
" Aod, oh! ihea leave (hem 10 decayed 

' Why didil ihou wia rae to thy armcs, 
" Then leave me to mourae the lire-long daye } . 

' The village iiiaidcneof the plaiae 

" Salme me lowly as ihey goe; 
' Enriou* they marke my rilken trayoe, 

" Nor thinkc a couQtefle can have woe. 

• The fimple oympha ! they little kiioive, 
*' How farre more happy'* their eftate— • 

* —To fmile forjoye^^thw figh for woe— 
" —To be contente than to be gre^te. 



' Howe hire lefle blelle am I than them? 

" Dailye to pyne and wafte with care I 
' Like ihe poorc plauie, that from its Aem 

" Divided — feeles the chilling ayre. 

' Nor (cruel earl! ) can I enjoy* 
" The humble cbarmes of fotitude : 

' Your minions prouJe my peace dellroye» 
" By fullen ftoivDes or pratiogs rude. 

' Lafte nyghte, as Tad I chaiic'd to firaje, 
" The village deathe-beil fmote my tare ;. 

' They wink'dafyde, and Teem'd to faye, 
" Counteffe, prepare— thy end is ncarc. 
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" Anil novre, while liappy* pearaiiiei flcepr, 
** Here I fet lonelye and forlorne ; 

" No one to fooihe mee a* I wetpt, 
** Save phylomel on yoodcr thorne. 

*• My fpiritg fli^^tiiy hbpei decaye— 

*' Still that dreade deatHe-bell rmitei my »re ; 

*y And many a bodibgfeema to fiye, 
*' CoUDier*, picpBifc — thy end is neare." 

Thus lore and Tad that ladie grieved, 
In Cumnor Halle To lone and dreare i 

And roanye 'i Iieattcrelte fighe fltte hcai'd, 
And let fatle manyc a bluer icare. 

And ere the daWtoeftf daytt appeat'il. 
In Cumnor Hall fo toM and dreare. 

Full manye a pierdog fcrsame itas hearde, 
And maoye^ crye of mortal feare. 

The death-belle thrice wai hearde to ring, 
Ad aerial roycc wai hearde to call. 

And thrice the raven flapp'd its wyng 
Arouode the ton'ri of Cumnor Hall. 

The mafliffi; hotvl'd at village doore. 

The oaks were fhatter'd on the greene ; 
Woe was the houre— for never more 
' That baplefle countelTe e'er was feeae. 
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And in that manor dow oo more 
Ii chcarfttl fcaftc tad fprigluly lwUc{ 

For ever Gncc chat dreuye hoare 
Hare fpititt baiuned Cunuior Hall. 

The village miidei, with fearful gUoce, 
Avoid the antieat moflgrowoe walle ; 

Nor ever leade the merrye daocf^ 
Among the grovei of CuoiDpr Hall«. 

Full manjre a traTsllor oft hatk figh'*!. 
And penfive wepte the counteft* fallci 

Ai wand'riog oawards they've elpied 
The hauDted tow'ri of Cumaor Halle. 



X. 
ARABELLA STUART. 

Now fiift printed. 

WHERE London'i tow're ita turreii Ihove, 
So flaielyc by the Tbaiac't fyde, 
Faire Arabella, chyld of woe, 
For manye a daye bad fat and figh'd. 

K4 
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And as fhee heard the wares at'ife, 

And u Oiee heard the bteake wyadei roarc, 

At faA did heave her hearlfelte fighe^. 
And Hill (o fait her teares did poure. 

The fun thar joy'd the Wiihfom daye, 
The moone that chear'd the night's dull :boure, 

&till founde the faire to^riefe a preys, 
The Tidim of lyraDaic pow'rc, 

•* And why," that hapIefTe hiye cried, 

" From royal race am I deri»'d i 
M H»d I to peafania beene ally'd, 

*' ^appye, iho' poore, 1 ihen bad li-v'd. 

** Ambition never won my mynde, 
" For many its vi^im I haic kn^wne] 

1' Alas ! like mee, here once confin'd— - 
*' Tht^r boures of peace for eter flowne, 

*f Becaufe by bloode to kynge ally'd— 
" Ah me ! how cruel ilu! prcteoctf ! 

1' My name offends the ear of pryde i 
*' My being borpB — is my ofTencQ. 

f Tornfl from my friend), from all tbejoyes, 
- " That virtuous freedom can »tford ; 
f But more my bleeding bofom figbes, 
(♦ Toroe from jny love— my weddci} lotde. 
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" Alas, deare yooihe ! andmuA wee parte, 
" And (hall 1 fee myiove no more, 

*' Sairc when, to fooibe my wounded bearie, 
" Beneath my towV thy wirpers foare.^ 

'* When the flill aighte, with darkfom ftadc, 
" Eotaptg thefe dreary walls arounde, 

*' Adx)ou9, I liAen for thy treade, 

" O'erjoy'd, I beare thy dear Toicc fouDcle^ 

" But who can tell the pangs fo keene 
" That fuch ill-fated lovera knowe, 

*' Where tow'rea and bars arife betweene, 
" Darke fpies ahovif and guardes belo* e ? 

" In »aine for mec the fun doth rife ! 

" In vainc to mee the mopoe doth IhyneJ 
" The fmyling earthe ne'er chcare my eye», ■ 

" Here doom'd in niifcry to pine, 

" And as I heare the ware* arife, 

** And as I beare the bleake wyndes roars, ■ 
•• Still flill as fallc will heave my Cghes, 

" And (till foe fafte ipy teares muft ponrc,'' 

Uow came her lorde with lover's fpeede, 
And at thf wall ,thus wifper'd bee : 

" Arife, my love, npr thinke <if dreade, . 
*' Jbjr huft^nd'i 9ome Of fei ihee fr^." 
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Th' alloDifii'd lady rofe with fpeedr. 
And hw her lorer ftand belowe ;— 

'* The bleffiog ihat foe much I neede, 
" Ob, bow can'A tbou on me bcftowef" 

*' Oh, I have brib'd the panial &tci — 
" DeCccnd thii ladder, lore, to mec — 

*' On yoader ftream a (hip awaitei, 
*' To waft us o*cr the briny Tea.'' 

ftUt Arabella heard rbc tale, 

And thrice for joye fhee luro'd and figVd t 
Yet 'ere fliee let fond hope prevaile, 

Thu» to the hafty youthe (bee cryM : 

" Lordc Seymour, well I know thy hearie, 
" Thy truthe and confiancye to mee 1 

'* Yet ne'er from hence would I departc, 
" If ou{[bt of barme thould hap to thee. 

*• For know, ihoulde wee in flighte be ta'et), 
" Th' offended ctowne would hare thy lyfe — 

" Staye, left thy zeale (bould be our banc,— 
*' And breake the hearte of thy poor wyfc." 

Ob then lord Seymour waxed pale. 

And ihrice for griefe bee figh'd full fore j 

" And nowe mufle all my projefli faik, 
■* And all my hopes of blift bcc o'er i 
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" Too cruel maid! to let rend fcare 

" Thus dallt the hope that ne'er'l reiarne ! 

" Oh come, my lov^— oar nanton tear 
<* The hearie that aye for thee dotb barne. 

" Dear wyfe, no more our hopes nrithflandf, 
** Defceod— or wee Ihall meete no morc"-^ 

Then nimbly drew her liRy hande, 

And downe the trerabling faire hee bore. 

And DOffe^doffne the Ttiame's faire (IfeaniCr 

That ladye joyful fail'd awaye, 
While flatt'ring hope, with filver drcamc. 

Her bofom footh'd the livelong dayc. 

And now fbee cry'd, '* Adieu to woe ! 

" Smoothe ai the gemlc flreame I fee, 
*■ My future houres in peace fhall flowe, 

" Enrich'd with love and ttbertyc. 

" And tho* I fee the wna arife, 

" And tho' I heate the rude nindes roare, 

" Yet ftill no more (hall heave my fighes, 

" Nor down my cheekes the fall learei poure,*" 

But nowe the florme began to low're, 

And 'frighted hope dillblv'd to air, 
(That faithlefs fantom of an houre!) 

And left the ladye to dcfpayre. 
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la Tain was fpreade the fivelliog faile. 
In Taine they ficere before the wiade ; 

For tyraoDy would Hill prefaile, . 

And ilrivc to cbaioc the free-borne miode. 

Tbc haplcfs ladye to Tcgaioe, 

Arm'd Ibips fpreade all the ocean o'er; 
And grim defpaire beflrode the main. 

To feize the vidini of b» pow'r. 

And iliey haTC ta'ea that faaplelfe faytc, 
And to ibe drearye tow 're have borne ; 

Nor beede the pangs of keene defpaire. 
With which her breaking heatte is torne. 

There lowc lliee layes abforb'd in griefe ; 

Aod, more to edge its potgnancye, 
Shee iremblee for a hutbaod's life, 

Uore deare to ber than libetiye. 

There doomM ber future life to wcare. 
No more the balm of hope to knowe, 

Shee yields her to the fiend defpaire, 
T^at points the barbed dan of woe. 

And as (he beares tbe waves arife, 

And as (bee tieares tbe bleak winJes roar, 

A^ faft doe heave her heartfelt fighs, 
Aad Rill fo fall her fait teares poure. 
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ANNA BIT L LEN, aD elegiac Bdhd. 

Now firit printed. 

HIGH Ihee Tat m regal fiatc, 
Lovel/e Anna Bng1ande*« queenc 
(Thoughtkffe ihat ajiproachiog faie, 
Coulde fa fltorcelye change (lie fceae). 

Dccktc in robes of royaltyt, 

Shee appear'de rome foTin diviDe; 
Glorioui in that forme to {ec, 

Beautye'fi tbroae ttai timieV fhrilae.' 

UMyet (o tnaCcenieat fayte, ' ' 

Rofes of the Tyrian dye, 
Coulde not with her bande compare, 

Coulde not with her bluflm vie, ~ 

Bounde her Ifoightet and hoblea bow*d(^ 
Proude to waitc ber^dc her lhroae«- 

Anna mildc, ai Kenrye pmude, 

Smyl'd on all, aad frown'de on qok. 
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nteflc'de mircrjre, gticfe and woe. 

To ha feete did oft repayre ; 
Bounteoui gifti flie did beftowPf 

Gencroui qucene u good as fayre^ 

^tye form'de ber fofte and nllde, 

Apt 10 weepe at woe fcTcre; 
Mercyc cbim'de bcr for tier rbyjde. 

And for praofe produc'd the tcare. 

Manye a wretclie, witb joyfutle breathe, 
Sav'de from TBotC) har love proclayme j 

Maoye a mircreanie, fnaich'de fiom deaihc, 
GiatcfuUe blefle her boutiteoui same. 

Sitperflition long had feigo'de^ 
Longe had rear'd Jkcr haggard heade ; 

When fhe hearde that Anna reijio'de, 
Scw'de, fhe tiembled, gun'd, and fledde. 

Calumnye, with artful leere. 
Strove to taioie her mayden hmt ; 

Pryde wai pleat'd the tale to beare, 
Enryc gladlye woulde procl^me. 

But to quelle that daikc .fiicmiu:, 
Truihe her faithfuHe^glafleapp^'d; 

Truthe the envyoua talc.denycj, 
Pryde wai hiiiable'4— fcaadaU flyed. 
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But pale envye, rinUiag bre,r 

Came difguit'de in fHcndsihip't ujine.f . 

Malice ia her breafteibe beiCt 
Bente to bringetliw qinne to, As w^ 

HapleOe Kocbford, ifcw tfaeir piKQW ' 
Thou with othera ut ileoreede— — 

But fncete Aona, miuc tbw thqjr, : 
Was the lambc defliifd la bkede, 

Sweete inaocence, an4 AaOe'tbyclanBef, 
Aod muQ ihy Tirluai -plea^ id laioei 

Tome from ber fmiliiig iniaatc't afRWB* 
Mulloac lovelyequeoqcbe-flaynef 

Yes, bapleri Anna! ibaujnuQ ftllci 
'Gaia&c facb tytmV* Wiiit ^Seoct t 

-ChaTmet Dor Tirtuee^can airail. 
Nor (by infaiite'B.fiaiiiWKc. ..■ 

Haft noe frieDdeto-ffla^Cor tb«Cf ,; 

Ffiendlcfli: [iho anempr^cj faUie, 
Lambe deftya'de ^or^utclieryf.. 



Harkc yon 4iaAhte betW^ gfOneT^- 

Harke yon woerraughi^ Biuf|inui» ■ fry Bttf —' 

Loe, lhebcUil^cJi(e)^li»llallfr— 
f arewelle, Anna, qvteRC.Mil %«tt I 
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Be tbe deedc for ever moumMe, 
Britain, lol-thfdeepeflftiynel 

Ixiveliefte queene, iliat thee adorn'de, 
Tby hard-heaited kiage -htKtr fl^jruct 

Pale that face whofe heiutyt charm'de. 
Of whoCe fmyle* a kyng wai proutlc 1 

Pale thofe haadei a feepire arnv'de,-" 
Wrapped in a drearye fliroude 1 

Uangled it that neck and brealle, 
That c'enenTye ftir alloar'd } 

Where all gracea were cxpreft'd-^ 
Wrapped ia a drearye Ibroud 1 

Chiftnei, whofe luftre brighte bath ikooe, 
Kowe, alat ! Jhatle Ihyne no more ; 

Tranfient charmet— for ever flow'ne— 
Pompe and pow're— for ever.to'er, 

"Sowe no more Ihall tholie brighte eyCt ' 
Weepc to heari the tale of gricfe ; 

Nor, whenpale-fac'd'forrowcryei, 
Shalle thofe bandea extetide reliefe. 

But, fweele (jueene,' thou fiiliefhalt feigns 

On a brighter throne aboT«, ' 
Where no fiend tby peace Iball flayne, 

Nor enfnirc thy tnoosrch't Ion* 
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E^en on eartbe thy Tame fluU bloome 
Brinbter fiir th' oppofisg Ibade; 

And thy name, in tymet to come, 
Puie and nrtuout be di(play'd«k 

And thy gure a hallow'd ftnne, 
Tbo' but turfe the fpot adorne : 

There Ihalle manye a forme ditinet 
Gusrdc iby alhef, ere and niotn«< 

Pietye (negleaed fayre I) 

Oft with griefe (hall wander neare ; 
And, in pangs of fad defpture. 

On the grccnc lurfe drop a teare. 

There (ball come the numeroui thronge 
Of the wretched thou'ft reliev'd. 

Tale to telle, as fweete as longe. 
Of the goode wurkes ihou'll aichiei'de. 

Ever Aall thy foeg be fcorn'd, 

Andy with heafte-felte teares and fighet, 
&ball thy haplefs fate be mouro'de— ^ 

For with thee religion dies, 

Tyrante Menrye, faloodye Icyngt 
Darke thy future yearea Ihall rolle : 

Confciencc, with her venom'd llyng, 
tiBnge Ihall talh tby guiltye foule. 

VoL.iy. L 
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When more pleafure Aou Iwft had, 

PallM wiih beaiitye, glurt with bloode. 

Thou fliilt mournc, tho' atntt to glidde. 

Thou flialt dye, Hxf no«e ft) pWude. 



xn. 

TheLADTB tai dwPALHSK. 

Kaw flrft priaMd. 

(t rr^HE »iew of manon ftretch'd a&rte 

J. " Win not foothe forrowc'i pow're :* 
Soe bag a ladye, rkhe and fajre, 

Ai ftiee fai in her bow'r. 
" Tho' foule bef»U mee for my meede, 
" And foule be thoughte the worde ( 
It Woulde heav*n mee fpecdc, alWe or deade, 
"_ To fee my abfeate lorfc V 
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Twu.'bqut.ttieil^c D?Egiifeu U;II^ 

When, ill ia bUck* v^^ 
With Dto^ u p(«jw> wi bsa«U to kII, 

A Palmer came that vKjte. 
". Goe, page, vd f alb tUy ladjo fajrrc ;" 

Aloudc hce did cotnnuJuic; 
•* Tell hec i. Mmoc't anajtiftg te«rc, 

" Come from lite hol>Q loi;dj>>" 

Tbe Palmer fanr that foot-pag^ rug, 

(At be ranne at the nog,) 
The Palour lookM till the bonr're fce woQ» 

And heiide the ladjic fiog : 
" Tho* fbule bcefaill mec for toy meade, 

" And foule be thoughte the wor^, 
*' Wouldc heiv'a pue ffesde, al^q ar dcade, 
" Tofeemye Bbfente locde !" 

" Nowe ivelcom, holye Palnif r, »ai tfll 

•' Tbjttydingei unto Hue.'* 
" Ob, lad7«, it it Mt nan^e a dajre, 

" Since I thy lorde did fee." 
" Oh when vjill hee adooe with the vnrn t 

" Svreete Palmer, tell to mec." 
*' Oil hidyct bce'i Bowe adoce witb ttip <rarrr» 

" In truthe I tell to thee." 
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" Alaflel what woundei harh bee got i'th* fidd f 

•' Deare Palmer, tell to mee." 
*' Oh, bee haa had woundet, but nowe they're hed'il, 

" In trutbc I tell to thee." 
« But U there noe token that bee hath fcate, 

" Noe token of lore to mee i 
•' Noe relique o'thc roode, or pearie oricnte, 

•' Or gaude of the eaflc countrie?" 

•' Oh, I've no relique, or eaitem gaude, 

«' Fajrre ladye, to bring to thee i 
" But I come to tell, that tby hapleffe lorde— 

•' it dying in the eaSe countrie." 
Oh then that ladye's groans and crict 

Reechoed plteouflye ; 
The tearei that fcll from her briUiante eyei 

Ran like the fbuniayne'free. 

" Oh Palmer, iU befall to thee, 

'• For what thou telleS mee! 
" But nowe will I wcnde to the eafl countrie, 

•• My dying lorde to fee. 
*' And tho' foule befall mee for my meede, 

" And foule bee thoughie the worde, 
" Goodehei»'nmeefpeedel for, alyTC or deafc, 

" I'll fee my deareft lorde. 
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** And DDwe, my foot-page, run, I pnye, 

** Od iby ladye'i laft. \»& boone ; 
*' Get a pylgrim't gowac of bhcke or of graye^ 

'* With fcripp and fandal ftoone : 
** And nke thefe Qlken gauda with thee, 

'* And take thy» kyrtle o' green i - 
** Pot *tii not befitting widoiveB, like mttf 

" In fucb gatbe to be fecne. 

** And cut ihefc winton locks, I praye, 

" And take my golde ryngt three ; 
" For in pylgrirat g«Tbe I'll take my waye, 

" To my lorde in the eafte coantrie. 
" And nove tho' faule befall tny roeede, 

<* And foule bee tboughte the worde, 
" Goode bear'n mee fpeede ! for, alive or deade, 

" I'll fee my dearell lorde." 

Then up arofe tbat Palmer man, 

Amaz'd fuch love to fee; 
For the ladye already Tome paces bad none. 

In her waye to the eaft couatrie. 
" Ladye, flaye! for from th' botye londe 

" Thy lorde') lafte wordei I bringe j 
" And lo 1 to my care, from off hyt handCf 

*' He pledg'd ihys golden ring." 
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Tbe Uije (prang, in<l ftiK'd i9ie if ng. 

And a fliow're of team 'dice Aeddc^ 
*■ Now I Inowe by tby * fikdge; Aa Aou ddft briDge, 

" That my dearelarde m Aetie. 
" Yet fiille, tbu* fbule befatife my meecle, 

" A&d foul« bee ftiMiglitc ihe worde. 
«• Would heav'fl teee <i>ee6e ! rtio' hee be deade, 

*' I'd fee mjr dear-lov'd lorde.'* 

*' Oh wecpe not, Udyc, weepe not 'lot, 

" Nor 'gaioit (ky M Ate Jtryft) 
" ForfhouldS thouflKlrim, thmifKNe-^bft liotoWt. 

" Thou coulde'ft b« mAe tiym tyVe. 
** Butcalme tby raynde, oh la^ye Ayivl 

■* But catme tliy myode, I priye ; 
' •' Nor let ihat curfed Bend defpayrc ■ 

*' Thus 'whelm ihee wi^ iaiaa/ft,'' . 

*' Oh cruel Palmer ! Tay not Ave, 

*' Nor ihink to comfortc mee ; 
" And tho' '«weuld but increafe my woe, 

" My deade lorde I Vfoulde fee." 
*< AlalTe 1 aUITe ! thou ladye fayre ! -'^ 

*■ But if it foe muflc bee, 
" I can by learned lore dechrf, 

'* Huw thou thy lorde mayfte Hee," 
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*■ Oh {kj& thou Sm, thou Fajmer dearc ? 

*' Nowe flialt thou hare goLJc and fee: 
" Then telle met, PalfPCT* telle meci tvherc , , 

*' My deadc lorde I mty kef 
Then quick that wiljr palmer led 

The ladjre to the bow're. 
And in a booke full long tkce rcadf, 

Whyle faAe her tear* did poure. 

** Oh I kaotre wsJI,'by this bloclie boolce, 

<* That he'll appears tp.\t nighuj 
'* But why tf wd ghafljye Jice wyll looke^ 

*' And will thee p)uch ^ffryjfbte." 
" Oh I care opt," >the laAyp fayde t 

" Tho' Coule be thooghtc the wordei 
" WouUe baw'ji jn» ^>«ede ! tho' hce bee -dcadci 

** I'd fee my dcarell iordf-' 

" On yon Uft-^greene, at darkc nydaighte. 

« Thy deade lorde will appeare : 
" Far off you'-l ^iiis faapbfle fp'jiite— 

** But, ladyc — goe not ncare. 
" Soe nowe goe chaunw full ntanye a pr^'ei'i 

" DeTOute upon thy knee; 
*' And to the kirkc^coac atoigbie i^ayrc, 

'• Tbydeade loidefbr-ta-fee." 
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Nowe rofe the moooc with rolemn piyde, 

Sweetc oighie'i eochaunting queeaff. 
And o'er the looelye klrk-yard wide 

Wat (bed ber filrer Ibeene. 
And then cam forth that ladye fayre, , 

Aad to the kirk-gteene wenie— 
CoUe blewe the blafte — and her fweete haire, 

Wai all with dewe befpreate. 

And nowc the hourei had gone their rouode, 

And drearye was the greene, 
Aod nought vm hearde fave the lone founde 

Of the blafte that blewe To Iceene. 
Yet ftill (hee figb'd, " Tho' foul my tneede, 

** And foule bee tboughte the worde, 
" Wdulde beav'n mee Tpeede 1 tho' hee bcc dcade^ 

*' I'd lee my deaTe-lo?'d lord." 

Scarce had lh«e fpoke ; when Troni the eiffle 

A ghoAelye forme did glide— 
Shee flaned wilde — the fmote her bmfte«« 

And on the kirk-greene dyed. 
The Palmer threw afydc ihe Iheete, . 

And frantic rav'd and cryM; 
Then cur»'d hit avarice indifcreete, 

And by the ladye dy*d.— — 
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XIII. 
the FAIR MANIAC. 



Now firfl printed. 
Part Firft. 

TH B nlgbce was darke, the blalte blew colde, 
And loude the tempeUe rcur'd { 
Blue lighiDlDg* flalh'd from pole to pole, 

The flormie torreate pour'd ; 
Mankinde, both hie and lowe, in bed 

Were Ihdter'd fafc and warme j 

Sare one diflraAed mayde, who fled 

'Mong alle the tbickelt ilorme. 

And ever and anon flice Tped 

Where mofle the tcmpeflc pour'd. 
And where the thunders overheade 

Wi(h loudefl terror warr'd: 
Thro' lonefom dell oiBdrearye jlade. 

Or kirkeyarde gra*e* among, 
Stee wander'd alle wylde, and thus (poore mayde) ■ 

With madlikc glee Ihe Tung : 

" Beate, 
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" Beaie, beate, ycc wyndes ; yee rorrenU, poure i 

*' Fightc^ warFiDg cloudei aborc j 
" Flalh, lightom^ti flafh ; loude thuodcn, roare t 

" Bui huite not mye true lotc : 
" For hym I feeke "lifMh nigluc and.daye, 

*' For hym bewHder'fl rorc ; 
*• Yee lighcningt, light mee on ray waye, 

** Id fcuche of my [rue love, 

" For liytn I beare the rummer's burne, 

*' And brave the wintnc wjwic ; 
*' And daye and nigbic for hyro I mounie, 

*> Por bee hat proT'd uukindc ; 
*' Vee torrentet, rufli ; yee thundert, roare j 

'* Flafl), flafli, tbou angr'ie Ikie ; 
'* For I Ihall fee my love no more, 

" And I fiK hym will dye. 

<' The cotde, colde nighte is darke aod dreare, 

*' And I cannot finde myc love ; 
" Ah mee!— rvcfearch'd boih farre and ncare } 

" Where, wanderer, canft thou rove f 
" But I'll purfuc and flop ihy fpeede — 

" And oh [ for thy fcoroc to mee, 
" I'll make thy heartc like mine to bleede, 

" And then I'll tiyc wiih ihee.* 
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A vAtlant knighte vns lydtag bye, 

All in ihe {lormie raine ; 
And hee hcardc the iiaplefle damfcl ftghe. 

And bitiertye complaync. 
She fnnlic o'er tic .wyW be'athe tpnn^, ' ' 

And frantic ery'd aloode 5 
Then flop'd i!he kniglite, and thus Iliec fung, 

While hee all wondering ftoodc : . • 

" Oh tarae, fyr knighte, thy roilkwhite Iteede, 

** And heare tny mourDefuI fotrge ; 
" And then-invilbntekniglitelye deede '' 

" Ret u roe and righie my wrong"; 
*' I loT'd a ktughre, and lov'd hym true, 

" And conftante love be twate, 
" But hee'a proT*d falfe, and I ranfte rue— - 

" And I mufte ftill deplore. 

" Hee Uvea at yonder glitt'ring tow're, 

" Hee U*e! not thinkes of mee ; 
** Oh knightC) I'd blefTe thy valour'i paw're, 

" Coulde I ihe trayior fee: 
" Then turoe, fyr knightCi thy tnilkwhite fleede, 

*' The waye it ia not longe ; 
" And maye th' ladie you befte love bee thie meede^ 

*' If thou wilt righce mie wrong !" 
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" ¥ei, I will righte iliy wrong, fairc tatyia," 

Tbe gentle knighte reply'd ; 
" But I can fte ooe tow're difplay'd, 

" The darklbni nighte doth hyde.!' 
*' Oh jtt, on yonder hiUei'* Aee cry'd, - 

" That bitblcffe knighte doih dwelle ; 
" 'Twai thro' the ligbtaingi gleame I fpy'd • 

*' The glitt'fing tow'r full welle." 

*• If on taye fieede, poore mayde, thou'lc ryde, 

•* My fiecde (hall carrye thee." 
*' Ym, knighte, I.'U goe," the maydc reply'd, 

*' The combat for to fee." 
And Bowethey rode with hailic fpecde, 

And foone they reach'd tbe hille, 
And foone they reach'd the tow're decrecde 

Their purpofc to fullfille. 
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*' Arouze ! arouze ! thou faiiblefi koighte, 

" Arouze! thou flonletircaAe.'* 
" Who dares," hecry'd, "in this dreade nighte, 

" Who dares diflurbc mic refte t" 
" It's thy true loye, nhom thou didft flighte, 

« That calls thee from thie bed: 
*' Arouze ! arouze 1 thou faithlefle knightef 

" Arouze to fighte or wed !•* 

The knighte arofc and op*d the ^te. 

And ftwe hii love ftande there — 
Her face, that was fo fayre of late. 

Was ftayn'd with maoyc a teare^ ' 
Her lips, once redd ai autumn fruitc, 

Were pallid nowe and coarfe ; 
Her Tojrce, once Tweet as the fylrer lute, 

Wai nowe ai the niea's hoarfc. 
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A faded wratbe wat upon her browv. 

Her gowDc aOe rait aad rente { 
Apd bcf haiie, that once toe brighie £d Bawtf 

Was all with dewc bcTprentc. 
" I amthyowDc titw lore, dcare knighte, 

" And I am com ta wcd<le, 
" In my brjdal gaimenii alle bedightr, 

** And mye garlande on mye heade. 

" To the holie kirke, lawe, wet;! repayre* 

*' A» biyde and brydegrporoe gaye ; 
<* The Iigbtning(( that arounde ui glare, 

*' Shall chearc u« on the naye : 
** Of the greene, gr<:eDe grafTe, fo foft with dewe, 

" Wec*l make our btydal bed t 
" And of hcmlocke iayrc. and nighijhade blue, 

" A piUowe for our heade. 

*' Tbethunden, that fo loudlye roan;, 

<* Shall bee our muGcke, love ; 
" And wee will ling while the rune 4oth poure, 

*' Soe merrylie we will tose : 
•' And when I'm deade, with my brydal ring 

" Lei mee bee Uyde fulle lowe j 
" And over the greene lurfe dance and fing, 

•• For my hearte fhall lea»c its woe !" 
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The kaighM fcee tre(nW«U fad and Iet«, 

' As hee fawc hys ttu« }an ftandc j 

Shce iprlog and kift hyn e'er aod a'cf " - - 

But bee pufh'd back« btr handc. 
** Oh fighte," AMCfy'd, *' my flrugtrlctnghte, 

" Oh (ighte, for chad irtc ftroog ) 
•• Lo ! htt returne* my lo»e wilh fpjte, 
" Revenge a maydcK'i vrasg.*' 

*< Go get," bee cryV, ■* thy (moiAe and Jbitl(I«, 

«' And get thjr belme and fpctrer 
** For I wUl nnhe Itiy prdude hearts }>cil(Ie, 

" To rcTcnge iMt dBmfetrieare." 
•' Ye«, I wi)f get mjr ficordri and (biclde, 

" Aed I wiU get mye Tfekn t 
•• For there's ao kirighte te »fc«ft I'M yeiMe,. . 

■< No knighte whom I ivtll feare.'* 

Then foiighte thofe knlgbtei all in the fieldet^ 

They foughte for ^imnye an houre ; 
They htoke their fpears, t^ey eletn'd their Sn'eMi, 

And ibeir bloode in {treames did poure t 
And thrke they iap'H, vith toil o'crfpenr. 

To wipe their bleeding browe t 
And thrice they dtaak, with one eonfeBtv, 

When the purKng {treame did fioffe. 
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And whyle they foaghte with banljr wnthct 

The mad mayde At and fang i 
*' Fighte on, figbte odi my chamiHoiu bothe, 

" The WQodliDde hilb among; 
■* And hee that tivei Ihall hare mye trothej 

" 111 twine our heanea in one : 
*■ ngbte on, fighte on, my championt bothe, 

« 'Till the bloody vi&orye'i won. 

** 111 weaTC a (hioude Jbr hym that'* flayne, 

<* And ft&t my tearei Ihall flanre : 
'f Fighte on, my knightei, to foothe my payne, 

" For my heart ii fickc with woe : 
" I'll fing and praye for hym that*< flayne, 

" And mouroe both day and nightc ; 
** For *di ray bcarte'i bloode your Ihieldea doth ftaine, 

•* My woei — for which ye fighte," 

Full long they fougbte, until, o'ercome. 

The faitblelTe kn^hte did ikll : 
•• Wrimg'd mayde, ** be cry'd, •' thycaufiehtth won, 

** Come heare my dying cill." 
Then up flieeXprang in frantic mood. 

And kift'd hii pale, pale cheelc ; 
And, frantiC) dnnke the fmoaking bloode 

That fi6m hj-t woundei did rceke. 



hv Google 



OLD BALLADS. 

" Oh thii flovrei from that hearte," fliee cry'd, 

" That caufed mee fo deare ; 
" But DOM', ID a rufhing crimfoD tyde, 

" It {»/« mee teare for tearc." 
Then from the gaping wounded fjde 

Hit quiv'ring hearte Ibee tore. 
And to the knightr. with frantic pryde. 

The bloodye prise fhee bore. 

" Oh thU the ftonie hearte," fliee crj'd, 

*' That caui'd tnyt tearei to flowe, 
*' And made mee roam the lande foe wjde, 

" In alle the pang! of woe :" 
Then M the deade knighte did (hee hie, 

And layde her by hys fyde ; 
She kifa'd the hearte, and with a figh— 

That haplefle mad mayde dy'd. - 
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The BR Y DAL BED. 

Now firft priated. 

1 mayde of tow degree 
_ __. _ii her true loT«'a grave. 
And with her teun moft piteoufly* 

1 be grecne lurfe (bee did U*e i 
Shee lltew'd the flowVe, (bee plitokM the wMilq 

Aod (bow'ri of tearei fcee Qied : 
*t Sweet turfe," ibee cry'd, *' by fawdecree4e 

" To bee my brydal .bed ! 



" I'tc felt ttee, flow're, for that tic ilov're 

" Of manhoode lyeih here ; 
*■ And water'd thee with plenteoui fiiow're 

•' Of maoye a brinyc tcare." 
And ftill ftee cry'd, " Oh ftayc, my low, 

*' Mye true-love, fl aye for mee j 
" Siayc till I've deck'c my brydal bed, 

*■ And I will foUowe thee. 
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** I plucV'd tbee, vetde, for ihat no weede 

** Did in hy» bofom giwte j 
*' But rwceteft flow'rc!, from tirtue'b leeile, 

** Did there fpontaDeoiu b]owc : 
'* But ah ! their beauteouB tins no more 

'* Their balmye fragrance fliedde, 
" And 1 muft ftrcwa jJiii fpeaflpr flow're, 

*' To decke 1117 brydal bed. 

Swecte turfe, Aj greene note greene appearet, 

" Tearw make thy verdure growc ; 
'* Then flilie I'Jl nrawr thee wiih my tearei, 

*' That thu5 profufeJye ^we. 
" Oh flaye ibr mee, departed yout^e, 

*' My true-love, ftay* ibr oiee ; 
'* Siayc till I've i^V't my bry4?l fcCfJ, 

" And I will followe tbee. 

" This JB the Rm'rye wi^uhe hec wora, 

" Todecke hys brydc, dearygujhe! 
* And tbit the ring pith whijCh my luTC ■ 

" To mee did pUgbte hyi troth ; 
< And this dea^ ri^g J[ wu to keepe, 

" And with it to ^e »ed 

' But here, »Ufi I l)g|}e aiul wo^pe, 

" To decke my brydal.bed." 
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A blithfem knighte came riilitig bye. 

And, a> the brighte moone fbonc, 
Hee faw her on the greene turfe lye* • 

And hcarde her pitcoua moane j 
For loude fhec cry'd, " Oh flaye, my Iotc, 

*' My trne-loTe, flaye for mee j 
" Staye till I'rt deck't my brydal bed, 

" And I will foltowe thee." 

" Oh faye," hee cry'd, " fayre mayden, ftye, 

" What caufe doth notkc thy woe, 
*< That oD a colde grare thou dofi laye, 

" And fafle thy teares o'erflowe." 
*' Oh! I ha»e caufe to wecpe for woe, 

** For ray true-love is deade ; 
*' And thu«, while fafte my teares o'erflowe, 

** I decke my brydal bed." 

•' Be calme, faire mayde," the koighte reply 'd, 

" Thou art too joung to dye j 
«» But goe with mee, and be my btyde, 

" And lea»c the old to fighc"— 
But flill fliee cry'd, " Oh flay, my lore, 

" My truc-loTC, ftaj^e for mee ; 
" Staye *iill r»e deckt my btydal bed, 

" And I will followc thee. 
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* Oh IcaTC," h« cried, " ihia griefc fo colJe, 
" Aad leave ibit dreadc dcfpayre, 

' And tbou Ihalc flaunte ia robes of gatde, 

" A ladje liche and fayre ; 
' Thou flialt have halU and cafllei f-iyrcj 

" And when, fweete mayde, wee wedd, 
'' Ob tbou Ibalt have much cofllye geare, 

" To decLe thy biydal bed," 

' Oh holdc thy peace, thou cruel knighte, 

" Nor urge roee to defpayre; 
'- With thee my troth I will not plighte, 

" For all thy pro£Fer» fayre ; 

* But I will dye with my own true-love— 
*' My true-love, ftaye for mee j 

' Staye till I've deck'd my brydal bed, 
" And I will followc thee. 

* Thy halls and caCttetf I defpife, 
" This turfe is all I crave j 

' For all my hopet, and all my joyes, 

*' Lye buried in this grave ; 
' I want not golde, nor coftlye geare, 

" Nowe my true-love is deade ; 

* But with fading flow'r and icalding tcare 
" 1 deck my brydal bed," 
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* Oh ! bee my biydc, iliou weq)ing feyre, 
" Oh ! bee tny bryde, I piaye : 

* AdJ I wilt build a tombe moff rare, 
*' Wheic ihjF irue love (Irall layS :" 

Jut ftille wiih ttares ftce cry'd, " My tote, 

" My true love, llaje for rate; 
' Siaye "till Vwe deck't my brydal bed, 

" And I (viti folloire tbee. 

' My luTC needs not a tombe Co rire^ 

" In a green grave w« will lyC j 
' Our carved wotkei—tbel«Hotlt'ret«fayre, 

*' Our canopye— ihe ftye. 
' Now goe, (yr koyghiC, nowe gae thy vpiy«i^ 

" Full fuone I (ball bee deade — 
■ And then reiume, in (omt few dayct, 

" And deck my brydal bed. 

' And ftreive tlie flow'tc, and pluck the thoroe, 

", And clennfe iIjc lurft, I praye ; 
' So may fome hand thy Turfe adorne, 

" When thou in giavc ftiali laye, 
' But ftaye, oh thou whom deare I Utn, 

" My irue-love, ftayc for me« j 
' Siaye till I've deek't my brydal bed, 

" And I will followe thee." 
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" No, maydct I will not goe my wiyca, 

" Not leare ihce here aloae ; 
** Nor, while dcfpayre upoo thee pteyit 

" NeglcOe thy woeful naoaae : 
" Bui 1 will Aayc and fhare (by vroc, 

" My teuei with ihioe I'll fiiedd ; 
** Aod heipe ihcc plucke the flotvV, to ftrcwc 

*' O'er thy lad brydal bed.*' 

Nowe from the churcbe cane futttic the pricfte, 
. Hyi midaight chaunte wat done, 
Aad much the faaptef* nuyde bee prefle 

To cealc her piteout moaoe : 
For ilill fliee cry'd, " Oh ftaye, my love, 

" My iruc-loTe* flayc for mec 1 
" Staye till I've deckt my brydit bed, 

" Aod I will foUowe thee." 

** Oh 1 kaeele with mce," hee cry'dc, '• acarc miydi 

" Oh! bneele in holyc prayer i 
" Haplye kind hea«'it may fend thee ayde, 

" And fooibe tby dreade defpaire." 
*< 1 blame oot heav'B," the mayde reply'd, 

•' Bui m our DC my tr»e-lo»c deadej 
*' And OD byK greene grave I will 'bide, 

" For 'ti* my brydal bed.'' 
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The biplefTe mayie knelt downe, for (cue 

That holye prulle Ihoutde blame ; 
But dill with every h^llow'd prajete. 

She li^h'd her truc-lo*e'i oame, 
And foftlyc cry'd, " Oh flayc, my love, 

*' My true love, ftaye for mee j 
•* Staye 'till I've deckt my brydai bed, 

•' And I will followe rhee." 

" Enough, enough, thpu fore-tried deare!" 

The weeping knighte exclatm'de; 
'* Enough I've tried thee, matchlefi fayre, 

•' And bee the iryal blam'd ; 
*■ I am ihy love, iby own ttue.love, 

*' And 1 am come lo wed i 
" Not Ihall ihia turfe ihy gre'ene gra« prove, 

" Nor bee thy brydai bed. 

** I amaknighieof noble name, 

" And thou of lowc degree j 
*' Soe like a lliepherde poore I came, 

•' To prove ihy conftancye." 
But Oiee, wiib noe forlorne, AiU cry'd, 

" My true-love, fiaye for mee j 
" Siaye'iill I've deck't my brydil bed, 

«' And I will followe thee." 
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Againe, " Enough, thou fore-tried mayde!" 

The knight in tearei erclaim'dc ; 
*' See at thy fecte thy rrue-lotc Uiyde, 

" Of all hyi guile alham'd. 
** FoTgixc mec, mayde — my love nowc prore— • 

*■ And let u> inAante wed ; 
" And thou with lean of joye, my tove, 

<* Shalt decke thy brydal bed." 

*' And art thou him ^"— exclaim'd the mayde, 

" An^ doft thou live ?"—^ec cry'd: 
'* Too cruel lore !"— Ihee faiotlye fay'd— 

Then wruDg hii hande— and dy'd-^ 
" Staye," cried the knighte, all woebegoo, 

" Now ftaye, my lo»e, for meej 
" Stayc 'till I'« deckt our b/ydat bed, 

" And I will followe thee." 

Id raioc the pricfle, with holye lore. 

By turoea did fooihe and chide t 
The knighte, diltra<£led, wept folle Tare, 

And OH the green lufie dy'd— 
And uDderneaihe (may heav'n them fare !] 

The loTCrt both were layde ; 
And thus, in tfulb, ihe green-tuft grare 

Became their brydal bed. 
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XV. 

The Loriling Po&iite. 

"In two Pans. 

Now firft. pointed. 

Tnt Ihc Fa*. 

THE baron fat en ky« ctftte walto. 
And behelde both dale and daw-e t 
The roanori that ftretcbM (o« faiM arounde 
He kncwe to be all by* owne. 

Tbe warden blewe tbetr (bunding honwi. 
And tbcir banner! wa»'d in aite t 

Thevr borne* refounded o'er tlic data, 
Their banners flione »faci«. 

The baron he figl>'d ai bee IndWd aboTC, 
And bee figh'd a» be looW'd adowae, 

AUho' the ricbe manor* that llre«h'd foe farrc 
Hee knew to bee ail bjs owoc. 
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Up then arofe hyi aailent nurfei 

That bad borne hym on her knee i 
" And wby 6afit thou figbe, tbou noble yatuh^ 

'* At a fighie foe fayrctofcc?" 

And aga'mc berpafc« tint ■tttieBic durlc. 

Thai had borne hym oiv hef kaea : 
*' And why dofie tbou fighe i it'* bUs thie owae 

« That tbou foe ^rre dofte fee." 

Ob then befpake that noble baran, 

And beavilye fpake bee i 
•• But r*e never a true *ai faytbful ayBtt 

" To fliare it alle wbh nwe. 

" And if I flioulde marrye a counlye daEne^ 

" (Alai, that it foe flwuU bee !) 
•' She'd love myc cafllei and lo*e niye landea, 

" But fliee trould not cate fw mce." 

Oh then befpaVe that antientc nurlci 

" Nowe take adricc of mtc t 
" If you'd bare a tiue nyfe, then goe and wed 

*' Some mayden of lowedegree, 

" And bee difguia'd in plaync sttire, 
*' Like fume young peafante rote,' 
" And let her not knowe thie hie degree t 
- ** Soe fliaiic thou prove her love." 
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Then called the baron hjt Tong foot page, 

FuU loudly called bee ; 
The boanye foot page full fwirtelye ran. 

And koelte upon hyi knee. 

*' Oh harlc tbee well, rajr yoitDg foor-page, 

*< To wbat I telle to tbee ; 
" Aai kccpe tbee my fecret faytbfullic, 

*' And thou fliattc ba*e golde and fee. 

" Goe bring mee here a peafaate's coate, 
•* With bofe and (hoooe alfbe, 
' *< And artefullye difgnife my hee, 
" That noe one maye mec knowe. . 

** Aid nbeo I goe, and when I come, 
" Let noe one knowe from thee; 

" But keepe tbee my fecret faiihfullie, 
*' And (hou Ibatte have golde and fee." 

The fun-beam« gilte the difiante hilln. 
And on the Areamei did playe. 

When, in a peafante'i homelyc gatbe. 
That baron tooke, hyi waye. 

The earlye pilgrim bllibe he hail'd. 

That o'er the hilU dyd ftraye ; 
And manye an earlye bufbandeman. 

That hee met on bys waye. . 
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The newcwakM bir4ei their mutint Tuog, 

In wildlye nirbllDg layc, 
Whyle thro' futle niHnye a tonelye path 

The baroa toolce hyi wnyc. 

And blithe and roerrytic dyd hrt wefld«« 

And blithe and metrylie hic'd, 
Until he cam to k rural cotr. 

Where a tnayden fayre.dyd 'byde. 

Tha* lowelye and unknowDC to fiime, 

This mayde nai patSng layre ; 
Like fome fweetc »iolct, that, in vale 

Sequeftet'd, fcenti the aire. 

Sweete wa» the mdodie of her Toyce 
The woodlande wyldei among i 

Soe fweete — that woodwelca on the fpraye 
Sat tifl'niDg to her fang. 

But, more than ^te. bet youthful hearte 
Was fraughie with rinue't lore ; 

More fayic; more tender, and more true* 
Was mayden ne'er before. 

The mayden ftode at her cottage gate» 

Her nurfling tambes to feede. 
And (hcc fawc the bUibfome flraoger youthc 

Come tripping o'er the meade. 
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The iDiyden fleode beiyde liar oot* 

To view the moTniiig fcemc. 
And flwe fawe the Uiihfaate ftnmgor youihe 

Comeiripping o'er the greeBC. 

And lo T with tmay a Ibsde exetCe, 
The youthe noulde there remajMC ; 

Whjrie manyc ■ wilye tale Jibe totde* 
Her fimple hnne to gajvoe. 

AbA (aoat her Gghn ut^blMfliei wUs 

She dyd the youihe apprave ; 
For where'i the majde that vm nMc 

The voRM of fuibful lore. 

" Loe I've a cotiage-v-an'd f ve a bewrc i i i 

*' And inanye a l!hdC4M! befydc»- 
" And i'tc a firid of rijMMiMig come— 

** Aod I'll make thee niy.t»T^^'* 

■ The liil'ning damftil (icMSe h,jt tovet. 
And thrice for joye fliee ^k'd ; ' 
Sbee thought iheyaimg-peaGKtKpafti^aKbc^ 
And vov'd to bee bya bry4e. 

Aod f>fie her mother jbewde'the Mle, 

Nor dyd (be dame rcp^Be 9 
" And if thou cinft fteepe her, ftnmger jFOBifac. 

" The damfel fliall bee thyne." 
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Oh then " Patevri), my chammg fwjn,** 

The lordling pcflfantc 'crjr'd i 
" For I mufie wcnde for mtayic u myief 

" *Ere I cao lake a brydr." 

■' Oh faye Dot-£ie, thou flrangn jrowlut 

*• Oh fajrc not foe I prajre; 
<< Bor if thou dcA goe, oh I AiH roe 
^ That e'er you came thy* wayc." 

*' Oh I mufle^ioe, thfra d»iTtliig maj^ei" 

The lordeling pcafnte cry'd | 
** For I mufte wnde for manipe h n^l^ . 

*' 'Ere I can take a biyd«.v 

" Oh faye not (oe, thou Anmger ytndis, 

" Oh faye not foe, I pn^ ; 
** For ever, uotill tkoa co»eft ugayM* 

*' Mufte I weepe tly,]trelotig daye." 

" Yea, I mufte goie, thou cbanniag may Je, 

" I can Doe longer fiaye ; 
■* Tho' erer, untill I iere Mturne, 

" Muft I 'moatie the livelong iayc. 

" But if, bflfiw I«»ffl agayte, 
" Thii palBng aonth Oiall l^e* 

" Oh then noe moie mtittfermce* 
" But beeanothei'i bryde: 
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" For deathe may mme mee mi the waye, 

" And from thie armet dityit t 
" Or dire mufortunc btaft mjr joyei, 

" And 'rifc mee of my brydc." 

Oh then fafle flow'd tfaat mayden'i tesirei, 

Wbyle tendcrlye Ihce ccy'd : 
" Believe mee, deare youthe, the' ihou'lhovddfi dye, 

" I'll bee noe other'i bryde." 

The mayden's face with griefe was fad-^ 

Her cheeke vai tvet with tearea — 
Soe the pate liUy,'befpreDte with rayoe, 

Or dcffc-dropt rofe, appearsa. 

And noRf for manye a wearye myle 

Her lover hied hyi w^ye; 
The murmuring wyndes, that then dyd blowe* 

Z>yd wafte hys li^hes that dayj. 

And when heC came to bya owa dotuayne. 

And to byt caftle gate, 
Hyi foote-page fiutbfullie dyd wayte 

To let hyni In thereat. 

The warden bicwe tbur bunding hornet* 

And their bannere wa>'d in .airej 
The hoinei refonoded o'er the dale. 

The banneri (hone afkire. 
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AND nowe far manye weekes and monthes 

The baron hee dyd ftaye j 
Nor dyi hee feeke hyi deare-loi'd mayde 

For nimye a livelong days. 

And alcha' the tender fighe it cofte, 

And hearifelte teare dyd moTc, 
Full manye a monthe hee Itay'd aivayf. 

Her cooflancye to prore. 

At length hee call'd hys hnightes and Tquires, 

And neighboures of hie det;ree, 
Xo travel in all the pompe of ftate. 

The lovelye maydc to fee. 

And hee hath call'd hyi yong foOt-page, 

And thus foil loude dyd fayc : 
" With coftlyc genw, aud with robes of date, 

" Oh decke mec forthc this dayeV 

■ Vol. IV. N 
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And nowe with gaye and galUntc tra; ne 

TbM baron tooke bys vaye ; 
The golden fun, thai foe brighie doih Ihyne, 

Pyd glide hyi porope that daye, 

Bliihfom they blewe their founding honiCit 

And their banners wav'd in aire; 
Their honiei refouoded o'er the billt. 

Their banneri thoae abrre. 

The mayden flaode at her garden pale, 

In bopet her lo»c l' efpye ; 
And CTcry peafante that Qtee fawe. 

She beav'd a heartefelce fighe. 

" Atas, and woe 'u mee 1" fbe cry'd, 

'* Couldc I my love but fee ! 
** I feare the ItraDger youthe bee ii deade^ 

" Or thinkcB noe more of race." 

Thus figh'd the mayde as o'er the playne 

Shee look'd for her true love. 
When fkidden fhe fawe the gaUattte trayne, 

Towardes her cottage move. 

And foone the baron hath crofs'd the. greene,. 

And caughte tier by the bandc, 
And foe tender hath kifs'd her bluOiing cheeke, 

As trembling Ihce dyd ftande. 
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Hee fat ihe majde upon by knee, 

And gentlye fooih'il her fcares j 
And often preftc her gallaatelfe. 

To dr/ her caufelcfi tearcB. 

Then preffing foftc her trembling hande. 

With artful fmylei, hee cry'd ; 
" Fayrc maydc, I've hearde thy beauty'i famCi 

" And thou fhalte bee my bryde." 

The tnayden figh'd to hearc hy» wordei, 

Nor coulde hyt fondnefs move ; 
For little fhee thoughte this baron gay, 

Wat her own dearc true lore. 

" Yet ftill,*' hee cry'd, " tho" I'm a lorde, 

" And renowned is my name, 
*•" Yet thou, beauteous mayde, if thou caaft lore— 

** Shalte bee my courtelye dame. 

" Riche robei of Ibte Iball decke thy forme, 
" And a coronet gilde thye browe ; 

" And a caftle fhalie thou hare for dow're, 
*' With manors hie and lowe, 

" Thie 'fquires (hall Tounde their golden homes, 

" And their base ere wave in aire; 
" Their homes reechoing manye a myle, 

" Their banners Ihyoing farre," 

Na 
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Tbc mayden but figh'd at all hyt bribci( 
Her faiihe theye coutde not move ; 

For little (hce thoughle thU barcia gaye 
Coulde bee her owne true love. 

Thui iho' to gaiae the mayden'i hande, 

ThU gallante baron flrpve. 
Yet ftill hyt grandeur* fhee all defpii'd. 

For the youtbe that {hce dyd love. 

And iho' het aogrie mother try'd. 

Her conAante hcarte to move. 
At vaine were her mother't cruel tbieite*. 

As the barou'i golden love. 

And novc nighte came on, and o'er the playne, 
The moone'a pale gllmm'rtag Ihone, 

When the haplefle mayden looke her waye. 
All frieudtcfs and alooe, 

AH ftiendelelTe and alooe fliee fped. 

And haplefs dyd Ihee rove, 
O'er manye a hille and many a dale. 

In fearche of her true love. 

And nowe the pale, pale moone wai gone, 

And ftormye cloudc! dyd low'ie; 

Her fighings added to the wyndea, 

Het testes encrcas'd the Ibow'rc. 
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Tet Hill o'er drearye heathe and hylic 

This bapteflc mayde dyd rove j 
And manye a heariefelte fighe Ihee hea«'d, 

Ai Ihee foughie for her true love. 

And tbo' fuUe loude the ttiuoders roll'd, 
Aod wet, wet pour'd the tayne j 

Yet flill, in fearche of her deare-lov'd youthc, 
Shce bfar'd the flormic pUyoe. 

Rouz'd with the toaring of the Aorme, 

The baron up arore, 
Aud foone in fearche of hys beauteous mayde 

With anxious fpecde hee goes. 

But lo ! the hapIdTe mayde was gon, 

Thro' defaris wilde to ro¥e, 
Alafle ! alle foe friendlelTc: and forlorae, 

In fearche of faet true love. 

Oh then that baron florm'd and raT'd, 
And hy» fooie-page loude call'd hee— 

*' Oh bring to mee quick my peafantc gatbe,' 
" As quicke as yee can flee."—— 

Oh then rode forthe this yong baron 

0*cr manyc a drearye waye, 
Wh«n alalTe ! all on the ftormye plains 

Hee fawe the mayden bye — 
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^^ercoine vriib Mule aiAl fpente with giiefe. 

That bapleffc mayde hul feile^ 
— The baroa Imc wip'd hya quWring browet 

Wbyle hyt hcarte it 'gan to fwell. 

Hee got hym water from the brookc. 

And fpriald ed o'er the mayde; 
But manye a learc, that froiD hym kVe, 

Lentc mofte it> fiTing aije. 

Righte glad hee mark'd her ftruggling breath. 

And bluIhe-reviTiug face. 
While tender hee welcomM her to lyfe 

With maoyc ft' fonde embrace. 

Then foone hee raiiM her on hys fieede. 

With heart Ibe blithe and giye ; 
And nhile the deare maydc foe f<?fte hee footh'd. 

To hys caflle rode awaye. 

■' And art thou founde, my owne true lovCf 
" And art thou come ?" fliee faide : 

<< Then bleAe bee the nighte, and btefle the houiV| 
" When from our cott I fledd!" 

Thus fpakc the mayde ai fafte they rode 

■Thro' manyc a lonclye wayc; 

And Ihee thoughtc to his bumble cot 

Her ton would her cOBTeye. 
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But fooDc they reacb'd tbe callle vM, 

Aad came to the ceflle gate. 
When loe 1 her deare youthe, nithout delaye, 

Kodc boldelye in thereat. 

The warders blewe their founding hornei, 

And their baDners wa«'d in aire ; 
Their horoes relbunded o'er the dale, 

Their baaners flione afarre. 

Thrice taroM the mayden wan and pale, 

And with fearc her hedrte wat mov'd. 
When fhee fawe the lordelyc baron wat 

The Arangcr youthe fliec lov'd. 

But blithe, hee cry'd, " Cheare up, my fayre, 

" And forgive my pryde, I praye j 
«' And lo ! for ihy faithe foe noblie pror'd, 

" Bee this tbye brydal daye. 

" Cheare up, cheare up, deare conflanle mayde, 

" And (hare in our mirthe and g1ec; 
*' For untill the woeful houre of deathe, 

" I'll ever pro»c true to thee. 

*■ Altho' thou Wflfte but a lowelye maydC) 

*' Thou'ri nowe my countefa gaye; 
*' Then come, cheare up, my angel (oe true, 

•• For 'tie out brydal dayc.'* 

N 4 The 
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The warders blewe their rounding hornes. 
And iheir banners wav'd id aire j 

Their hornes Terounded o'er the dale, 
Their banners llione ahiie. 



XVI. 

J U L I A. a Ballad. 
Now firft printed. 

TO the graves, where fleepe the deade, 
Haplds Julia took her waye ; 

Sighs tu heave, and teares to ftied. 
O'er the fpot where Damon laye. 

M*n)'e a blooraiof; flow'r ftie bore. 
O'er the greeiie grafs turfe to throWC ) 

A'ld, will Is fa ft her leares did poure, 
Thus ftiee f^ng lo foothe her woe i 
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* Softe and fafe tho' lowly grave, 

•' Faft o'er thee my leare* lliall tlonre ; 

* Only hope the hapleit bare, 
*' Only refuge lefi for woe. 

' ConlliDt loTc and grief fincere 
" Shall thy hallow'diurfepetvadet 

' And many a beartefelie figh and teare, 
*' Haplc^g youth, Ihall foothe thy fliade. 

f Lighted by the moone's pale fiiine, 

" Sec mc, to thy tnem'rye true, 
' Lowlye bending at thy lhrin«, 

" Manye a votire floiv're to ftrewe, 
'' But how little do ibefc flow'n - 

*' Prove my love and coaftancye [ 
' Yet a few fad fleeting houres, 

*' And, deare yonthe, I'll foUowe thee; 

' Rofe replete wth fcent and hoe, 

" SweesK'flon'r that naiuie blonet, 
** Damon flourilh'd once like you ; 

" Nowe o'er him tlie greenc graft grows. 
" Rofe, go deck big hatlow'd grave, 

*' Lilly, o'er the greene turfc twine j 
' Honour meete that turfe flioulde have, 

" Ecauty's bed, and rircue'a ihriae. 
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" Primrofe pale, and violet blue, 

" Jefi'mia IWeeUt and eglantine, 
" Nightly here ihjr fwectet I firewe, 

** Proude to decke toj true-lore'i flitlne. 
'' Like you, my Damon bloom'd a dayC) 

" He did die and fo mufte you— 
' But fuch charmi cm you dtlplay, 

" Halfc lb virtuoui, baU Co true I 



" No, fweet ilow*reti, no fuch chirnaei, 

" No fuch rirtuei can you boafte t 
" Tet hec's torn from my fond arnu, 

'* Yet my faithful love h croft, 
" But a radiant morne iiaU rife, 

" (Loif ring momentei, &fier flowe,) 
" When with him I'll tread the &iei, 

" Smite at deathe, and laugh at woe." 

Thut dice fung, and ftrew'd the flow*r, 

Beaie her breaftc, and wopte, and iigh'd ; 
And, when toU'd tha midnight houre, 

On the grecne (urfc gra»e fhee dy*d, 
Manyea nightingale forlomc. 

Sung her knetl, whyle brcexci ^b'd ; 
Haughty grandeur heard with fcorne. 

How fo poore a maydcn died. 
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XVII. 

The RED-CROSSE KNIGHTE. 

In Three Partt. 

Now firfl printed. 

Part the Firft.- 

" U LOWE, warder, blowe thjr foundiage lioroe, 

M^ " And thy banner trave dd bye ; 
" For the chrylliani hare foughte in th' halye landc, 

" And ha»e won the Tiftoryc." 
Loude, loude the warder.blewe byi borne. 

And hya banner wav'd on bye ; 
" Let the mar* bee fuog, and the belli bee ntng ; 

** And the feafie eate menilye," 
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Tim bngbte ibe ofiyi baanen ftooe 

On etcry io(*'re on hye. 
And alle tbe miollrcU Jang aktude, 

For tbe chiifiian* w'lQoifc : 
And loudc ihe warder blcwe bjs borne. 

On eiery turret b;e ; 
** Let ibe maSe be Jung, and tbe b.-lla be mug, 

" And the fcafle «aic merrylye." 

The warder look'd from (he tow're on hje, 

A> fatr u hee coutde fee : 
*' I fee a bolde knighter and, hy hjt red crofle, 

" Hee coraci from ihc cafte countric." 
Then loude that warder blewe byi home. 

And call'd till bee was hoarre, 
"Therecomesaboldehnighte, indonbyt IbteldebrigliK 

" He bcareth a flaming crolTe." 

Then downe the lorde of the caflyl cam. 

The red-crofle knighte lo meete ; 
And when the red cruiTe knighie he 'Ipied, 

R)j;hi loving bee did hyro greetc; 
" Thou'rt welcome here, fyr red-crofle knighte^ 

" For thy fame's well knowne lo mee ; 
" And the maffe fall be fong, and the bells fall be rung, 

" Aiidwec'l fc;ille right mcrrylic." 
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" Oh I am com from the holye linde, 

"Where Chrifle did Hk and dye ; 
" Beholde the derkc I beare on my (hielde, 

*' The red-crofle knighte am I : 
** And wee have fooghte io the holye Unde, 

*' And wce're won the »iftorye; - 
*' For with valiant niyghie dyd the chriftiitis fyght, 

•' And made the proude pagani five." 

'* Thou'rt'welcom here, deare red-crdi* kniglite, 

*' Come lays thy armoiire bye; 
** And for the good tydings thou doft bring, 

*' Wee*! feallc ui rocrrilye ; 
" For alle in my caftyl fall rejoyce, 

" That wee'ie won the riflbrye ; 
" And the mafle fall be fung, and the belli fall be rung, 

*' And the feaftc cate merrilye." 

■• Oh I cannot ftaye," cried the red-crofle Inighte, 

" But muft goe to my owne countrie, 
" Where manors and eaflyU wyll bee my rewardc, 

*' And all fgr my braTeryc." 
" Oh faye not foe, thou red -crofa knighte, 

•• But if you'l 'byde with mee, 
" With manors fo wyde, and eaftlcs befyde, 

" I'll honourc thy braverye.'' 
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' I cannot flaye," aj'A tbe red-croli Icnighte, 
** Kor cao 1 'bjde with rb« j 

* But I mnlle hafle to mf king and hji kaightCi, 
" Who're waitinge to feafie with mec." 

* Oh tnfnde them not, deare red-croffe knighte, 
" But flaye and feafte wyth dkc ; 

* And the maffe fall be fung, and the bel}« be nmg, 
*' And weel banqun mcrrylie.*' 

' I cannot fiaye," cry'd the red-cro6 koigbte, 

<* Nor can I feaile wyth ihee : 
< But I muft halle to a plearante bow're, 

" Where a lady's waiitng for mee.** 
' Ob (ay not foe, dear rcd'Crofi kaigbte* 

'* Nor heede that fond ladyo ; 

* For ihte can't conlfiare wyib my daogbter foe fiyre, 
" And Ibee Ihal) atiende on thee." 

' Nowe mud f goc," cry'd the red-croQe knighte,- 

*' For that ladye I'm to wedd j 
' And the feafle guefiet and bryde maydei allc are met) 

" And prepared the brydal bedd." 
' Nowe niye, nowe naye, thou red-crofle koightc, 

" My daughter fall wedd wiih ihee ; 
> And the mafle fall bee fung, and the bells be rung, 

" And wee'l fcafte right merrylie." 
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And now the fiWer lute'i Tweete rouude 

Reecho'd thro' tbc halle; 
And in that lordc'i faire daughter camcf 

With her ladyei cladd in pall. 
That ladye was dcckt in colilye robee. 

And Ihone as bright as daye ; 
And wyth courtefye fweetc the kaighCe Ihee dyd greete. 

And preftte bym for to Hayc. 

*' Right welcom, brave, fyr red-crofs knighte, 

" Righte welcom unto met, 
" And here I hope long tymc thou'li llaye, 

" And bearc u« companye. 
" And fat thy exploit! in ibe holye Unde, 

" That haih gain'd ui the riflorye, 
" The maffe fall bee fung, and the bells bee rung, 

*' And wce'l feafie ryght merrilye," 

" Tho' cTcr fhou preft m«> ladye fayre, 

" I cannot (lay wyiji thee." 
That ladye frown'd to beare that koigbte 

So fligbte her courterye, 
" It grieves nee muche, thou ladye fayre, 

"( That here I cannot ftiye j 
*' For a beauteoiM ladye ia waiting for mee, 

'* Whom I've nc« fccne manye a dayc." 
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• Nowc fyc on thee, uncourieoui kaighte, 
*• Thou fhouldft not faye mee ntye : 

* Ai for rhe ladye, that's waiting for thee, 
** Go fee her anocher daye. 

' Soe fiye do more, but ftaye, brare knighte,' 

" And bear us companyc; 
' And the malTe fall be fung, and the belU fall bee rung, 

*' And wee'I alle feafte merrilye.'' 



Part the Second. 



AND as the ladye prell the knighte. 

With brr ladycicladd in pall, 
Ob then befpake a pilgrim boye, 

As hee floode in the halle: 
*' NoweChrifte theefa»c, lyr red-crolTe knighte, 

" I'm come from the northe count rie, 
" Where a iadye ii layd alle od her deathe bedd, 

•' And evermore calld for thee," 
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" AUfTe! alalTc ! thou pilgrim boy e, ' 

" Sad aewes thou celleft rate : 
" Nowe mulle I ryde full hallilye 

" To comforte ihat deare ladyc." 
*' Oh hcede hym noi," the ladyes cty'd, 

" But feode a page to fee ; . 

" While ih<; mdfle it fung, and the bells are rung, 

" And wee feafte merrilyc." 

Againe befpake the pilgrim bfiye : 

" Yce neede not fende to fee, 
•' Forknowe, fytkoighte, thai ladye's dcade, 

*' And dy'd for love of thee.'' 
Oh then the red'CrofTe koighte watpale, 

And not a wordc coulde faye ; 
But bif heaite did fwelle, and his tearci dowaefelle, 

And hcc almolte fivoon'd aitaye. 

" Nowc fye on thee, thou weaklye Icnighte, 

" To neepe fo( a ladye deadc : 
" Where f a noble knighte like thee, 

" I'd foone findc another to t^edde. 
" Soe come, cheare up, and comforte thy hearte, 

*' And bee good companye ; 
" And the mslTe (hall be fung, and the belli be rung, 

*' And wee'l feafte thee merrllye," 
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In raine tbal wily ladye firdve 

The fbrrowing knighte to cbeare ; 
Eache wotde be Rnfirer'd vith & groaae. 

Each foothinge with a teare : 
" And nowe farewcllc, tboii noble lorde, 

" And farewcllc, hdye fajTc } 
** Id pIcaAire and joye your bouret employe, 

" Nor tbinkcof my defpayre. 

" And where it her grave," cry'd (be red-crofle Imighu, 

" The grave where Ifaee doth laye i" 
*' Oh I kDowc welle,'* cry'd the pilgrim boye, 

" And I'll ftiowe thee the waye." 
The knighte wa« fadde— the pilgrim Cgh'd— 

While [he warder loudc did crye, 
■* Let the mafle bee fung, and the beUt bee raiif^ 

" And the feafte eate merrilye." 

Meanwhile arofe the lorde'i daughter. 

And to her ladyei did calle : 
** Oh what fliall wee Taye ro ftaye the kiughte? 

•< For hee mufte not leave the ballc," 
(For much ihat ladye waa in love 

With the gallinie red-crofle knightei 
And, 'cte manye a daye, with thit knigbM fo giye 

ilad hop'd her troih to pUghte.) 
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bh then beTpakc thefe lidye* gaye^ 

As they Itoaie cladd Id palle 1 
•' Oh wee'l devifc howc to make thii kaighte 

" Staye id our cadle halle.'' 
" Nowc thai'* well fayde, my ladycs deare; 

" And if hec'l ftayc with race, 
" Then the maffe Ihall bee fung, and the belli be rung , 

*• And wcci feafte righte merrilye." 

Then fofdyc fpaVe thofe ladyei fayrcj 

(Lowe wifp'riDg at the walle,) 
" Oh wee'rc de»U'd how to keepc the knighct 

" In thy fayrc eallle halle. 
** Now*, ladye, commaDde the warder With 

*' To come from yon low'/e hye, 
*' With lydinga to ftye, to isoreigle awaye 

•* Yon wily pilgrim boyc." 

*' Goe runne, goe runnc, my foot-page deare, " 

*' To the warder take thy waye ; 
" And oat of my Udyes Ihall goe with thecj 

" To telle thee what to faye. > 

•' Atid nowe, if wee can but compel the knighte 

** To ftaye in the caflle with mee* 
•• Then the maffe fiiall bee fung, and the bella ffiall b(« 
rung, 

*' And wee'l allc feafte merrilye.'* 
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The warder came and blewc hy» home. 

And ibus aloude did <r/e : 
" Oh is there ■ pilgrim in the Iiatle, 

" Come from the north countrie ? 
■< For there's a foot-page waites withoutc* 

" To fpeake with hym alone. " 
T|ius ihe warder did callc till oute of the halte 

1'he pilgrim boj'c i< gone. 

Meanwhile befpake the ladyes gajrci 

As (hey {laode cladd la pall, 
" Riglite gUdd, brave knighte, vec welcome thee 

" Unio our caftle halle." 
But the knighte bee heeded not their talke, 

Allho' they ctyM with glee, 
*' Let the malTc bee Tung, and the bells bee rung, 

*' And feafle thee merrilye." 

*' But Where's the pilgrim boye," bee cry'd, 

'' To flicwe mee my ladye'a grave?'* 
That hce li.ould bee foughie for thi'out the pi»y<x, ■ 

The kiiighte full oft did crave. 
Tlitn. loude reply'd the ladyes gaye, ' 

*' Nowe foule iliai knave befallc; 
^' For lucre hee haib beguiled thee, 

*' And nowe liath fleJde the ballc. 
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" And aowe, Tyr knigtite, do£ not give herd* 

*' To whai bee Tayde lo thee ; 
" But fende a page lo the north couDtrie, 

" That ladye fayre to fee : 
" And,while hee"» gone to comforte her, 

" Oh thou flialt'fhare our glee, 
" While the malTe ii lung, and the hi;lls arc rung, 

" Aod the feafle eate meirilye." 

But while 4hofe ladyeE, bliih and gaye, 

Aitun'd their lutes to joye, 
The knighte was fadde, and fearch'd arAuoda 

To dndt the pilgrim boye : 
Hee fearch'd the caftle alle aboute. 

Thro' every turne and wynde ; 
But alle in vaioe hys toyle and paync 

The pilgrim boye to finde. 

In Taine the lorde's fayre daughter fente 

Her meflengers to calle; 
The knighte hee woulde not hcede their wordet. 

Nor enter the callle halle. 
In vaiae the wanton ladyei fung. 

And the clamorous warder cry, 
" Let the maffe be fung, and the bells bee rung, 

'* And the fealle eate raerrilye." 
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Oh ibn befpake tbofe ladyc* fpye» 

Ai thej Roode dvU In pall : 
** Oh wnpe dm. weepe not, dare bdye^ 

•* Tho' heeT dm enter the halle i 
" Bin feode (o the warder froni the tow'ra 

** To bring ihe pilgrim boye, 
** Wham wee'l perfuade colcod hji ajia 

" This proude knighic to dccbye. 

" Wee^ make ihat boyci on payee of dcathe^ 

" The red craflc kaighie deceive : 
** Sac that no more on hjs accounts 

** That (a;re younge knighte fliall grieve : 
** Aod then wee'l keepe the-rcd-croffc knighte, 

'* To bcatc 111 compauyc ; 
** And the malTc (hall be Aiag,ahd the betlt IhaUbee rUD|g 

•* 4nd wee will Ita&e mcnylye.^ 
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AND nowe 'twas nighte, all darke and drearci 

And colde, colde blewe ihe wiode ; 
While the red'Crofle kaighte fought all abouU 

The pilgrim boye to finde. 
Aad ttill hee wepte, and fiill hee figh'd, 

Aa hee moura'de hi> ladye deare : 
'* And where'a the fealle, and whcrc's the gueftCt 

" Thj brydal daye to cliearei*' 

Againe he (igh'd and wepte forlorne 

For hti ladye that was deade ; 
" Ladye, howe fad thy wedding tvdc ! 

•* Howe coIJeihy brydat beddel" 
Thus the red-croffe knigbte roam'd fore and faddc. 

While all arounde did crye, 
*' Let the miaftrils liag, and the bells yting, 

*' And the feaftc be eate merrylye." 
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And Dowe the genLtc mooae arounile 

Her fiUer luftre ihedde ; 
BfighicnM eache antieote walle aad tow're, 

AnJ dillanic mouDiaipct beade : 
By whore fwecte lighie ihe kntghie perceivM 

(A fijjhie which ga*e hym joye ) 
From a dungeon dreade the wardet leade 

The faithfullc pilgrim boye." 

In vaiac the warder flrave to hide 

The pilgrim boye from hym j 
The knighte hce ramie aad clafp'd the youthc. 

Id rpite of the warder grim. 
The warder, iho' wroth, hit banner wav'd. 

And AiUe aloude did crye, 
" Let the minflrils fmg, and the belli yriog, 

" And the fcafle be eate merrylye. *' 

** I'm gladile I've founde tbee, pilgrim boye, 

" And thou Ibalt goe with mee ; 
" And thuu (halt leadc to my ladye's grare, 

" AnJ greate ihy rewarde Ihall bee.'' 
Th' afTrighied pilgrim wrung his baodea. 

And Ibcd fulle manye a teare; 
*' ller j;r2Te,'* he cry'd (and mournful figh'd), 

'* 1 drc^d*! not farre from hcaie.'' 
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The knighre bee led <he pilgrim boye 

Iqco the caflle halle. 
Where fat the lorde anJ hyt daughter fayte, 

And her ladyes cladde in pall. 
" I goe," he cry'd, " wiih ihc pilgrim boye, 

" Soe ihioke doc more of mce j 
" But let your minftrUs fing, and your belli all riug, 

" And feaftc yeo mcrrylyt." 

\Jp (ben arofe the lords'^ daughter, 

Apd call'd to the pilgrim boye ; 
" Oh come to mee, for I've that to faye, 

" Will give to thee much joye." 
Full loth the pilgrim was to goe, 

Full loth from the kuighie to parte — 
And lo ! out of fpite, with a dagger brighte, 

Sbee hath fiabb'd bym to the hcatte. 

" Why art thou pale, thou pilgrim boye?" 

The kuigbte all wand 'riug cty'd i 
" Why dofte thou faynte, thou pilgrioi boye, 

" When lam by thy fide?'" 
•' Oh I am ftabb'd, deare red-crolTe knighte— 

_*• Yet griere not thou for mee j 
" But let the minCltili fing, and the belU yring, 

•' And feaftc ibce merrylyc." 



r. .HiT.GoOgIc 



OLD BALLADS. 



The koighte be rinno ind clifp'd the youifae, 

And ope'd byi pilgrim Telle ; 
And lo ! it wai h]-s lady ftyrt — 

Hyt ladje dcaie bee prefte. 
Her torcljc breafle, like crmiae wbite, 

Wat panting with the ftighic i 
Her deire heattcs bloode, io crimroo floode, 

Ran pouring io hy> fighte. 

" Griere not for mee, my faithfullc knigbtc," 

The ladye faynte did crye i 
" I'm welie contente, my &iihfullc Icnighte, 

•' Since in thy atmet 1 dye : 
•» Then com&ne thee, my conftantc love, 

" Nor (hioke n« more of mee— 
" But let the mintlrih fing, and the belli yring, 

" And feafte ihee merrylyc. 

*' Like pilgrim boye I've rollon'd tbeff, 

•* 1q truth fulle cbearerultye ; 
" Refolv'd, if ihou Ihouldfl come to ill, 

" Deare knighie lo dye with thee ; 
•' And mijch 1 fear'd feme wily fayre 

" Would keepe thtc tVom my fighte, 
" Aod, by her brigbte chartnes, lure from my 31 

" l/ly deare loe'd red-croffc knighie.*" 
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** Oh hcaTcn forfende," the knightc reply'd, 

** That thou ihouldlle dyefortneel 
f But if fo baplef* loVri thy fatCi— 

" Thy knigbte vill dye with thee.* 
'* Oh faye not foe } For welle my knighte 

" Hath prov'd hyt Io« to mce j 
** But iet the roinflrilt fing, and the faelU yring, 

" And feaft ihee meirylyc,'* 

The kiughte bee preAe her to hyi heaite. 

And b'lttcrlye hee figh'd : 
The Io*elye ladyc Drove to chear-^^ 

'Till ID byi armei fiiee dy'd. 
The koighte hee bide her corpfe adowoet 

And hyi dcadlye fworde dretre forth ; 
Thea look'd hee arounde, and grimlye frowa'de. 

All tvoe-begone with wroth. 

Oh then befpaVe the ladyei fayre, 

Ai they ftoode cladde in pall : 
f * Oh thyi will bee our buryal phwc, 

" That' wai our ca&le halle ! 
" Noe mure to'our filver lutei fwecte jbuode 

" Sail wee dauocc with reveUye ; 
f Nor the mafle bee fung, nor ibe belli bte rungi 

*• Uor the feafte be eate merrylye.'' 
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Then up arore the lord's daughter, 

And never a woide fpake fhee ; 
ButciLtick upon ihe knlghtes drawne fworde 

Shee flung her franiicklye. 
. The knighi lo hy» own deare ladyc torn'de. 

And lajde hjm by her fyde ; 
Wiih (cares embrac'd her bleeding corpfe, 

Sigh'd her deare Dame — anddy'd. 

Oh ihen befpake th' affrighted lorie, 

And full of woe tpake hee : 
" Fool 'fall ihchour (his red-croffc -boyghce 

" Did come to vifit mee! 
" For Dowe noe more will (ny daughter faife 

" Rejoice my guefles and mee; 
" Nomhe maffe bee fuog, nor ihe bells bee rung, 

'* Nor the feaft heldcroeirylye," - 

And then hee fpnke to the ladyes fayre, 

Asthey floodecladdinpal!: 
*' Lo ! tljys thy ladye's botyal place— 

." Thai was her eaftleballt! 
*' Oh then bee.warn'd from her fad fate, 

" And hate the wanton love ; 
" But in hym confyde who for thee dy'd, 

" And none fits iluon'd above. 
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•* Warder, no« more refouiwe %hy home, 

" Nor thy baanet' wave on hyc : 
" Nor the mafle bee fung, Dor the belli bee n 

*' Nor the feafte eate merrilye." 
Noe more the warder blowes hys home. 

Nor hys banner waves on bye ; 
Nor the mafle U fuDg, tujr the beiU are rung,' 

Nor the feafle eat merrilye. 
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xvin. 

The WANDERING MAYDE. 

la two Para. 

Now firft printed. 

Part the FJrft. 

IT wai by 2 baron'i ciflie gaye 
A wand'ring majide dyd rore; 
For manje a m^lc had fliee tooke hef wtJCf 

Id fearche of her true lore : 
For maDye a myle, both daye and nightC* 

Defpayriog dyd fliee, rove ; 
Nor blelte the lighie that chear'd her ^bte* 
For fliee had loite her love. 
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Shce fat her doime by the moate foe wfie, 

And her te»re» began to flowe i 
. She fat her dowae, and fad fliec figb'd, 

Oercome with toile and woe : 
■' But altho' I flied full minye a teare, 

■■ And altho' f let and fighe. 
" Yet cTcr I'll love thee, youth (oe deire, 

*■ And for thee will I dye." 

And nove oer tbe hie drawebridge came neaic 

A miDflrel bliibe and gaye t 
•« And why,** hce crj'*}, " fwecte ouiydca, bcro 

" Dofle thou defpaytinglaye? 
" For the nelkio roundc ii blacke with nyn^ 

<' And the water'a allc foe colde, 
*' E'en bardye cattle, that graze the playne, 

" Beget them to a holde.'* 

•* Alas I" fliee cry'd, " IVe loft my love, 

■■ And I've fougbte hym faire and neare : 
«' Sweete minfirel, haft thou fcene hym ro»c, 

" The youtbe whom I love foe deare i" 
'* Fairc mayde, thy love howe Ihoulde I knoV« 

•' From other youthi I fee?" 
>> Ob by hys locket foe fayre that flonre, 

" And byi rnicD fo blightc of blee. 
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" Hyi face t* frkughie with beaotye's fmyle, 

" The rofc and lillyes there ; 
*• Hya voice like^ufick can beguile 

"' The wrinkled browe of care : 
" Alas ! it was thai face thai fmit'd, 
I *' That broughie my hearte to woe; 
" Thar tniifi^clfe voyce thai mee beguit'd, 

" And made my tcares to-flowe. 

** Neare ihefe hie tow'rs, foe fayre (o view, 

" I'm lolde ihe youthe hath beeae ; 
** Then telle mee, minftfcl.tell race true, 

" Haft thou my true love fecoe ?"' 
*' Noe, mayde, ihy lose I have not feenc, 

" By day nor yet by nighte ; 
*f Alas! how harde that hearte, I wecue, 

"■ That coulde fuch beautye ilighte 1 

" But, lovelye mayde, doe not thua rove, 

" And breakc thy hearte whh woe ; 
'* But g'je-with mee and bee my love, 

" And I'll not flighte th« foe." 
Then tooke this minftrel hys harpe of goldc, 

And fweetlye 'gan to playc ; 
Bui the faithful mayde to hym was col de. 

For allc that hee colde faye. 
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*' Noe, minftrel, tlio* full fad I rue 

'* That hee from mee is gone, 
" Yet ftill to hym I'll aye bee true, 

*' And true to bym al ne; 
" And u'er the looc counirie, diye and nightCt 

*' Defpayring wilt I rort, 
" Nor blcffc the ligbre tliat ebeares mye Cglite, 

" 'Till I ba« founde my lo«." 

And nowe cam forttie a foldier gaye, ~ 

And hys broadc fworde hee hatb ta'en ; 
And, had tJtrt iHc mionrel. fled awdj'e, 

Full Ibonc bee had'hymfUyne : 
** Oh niHy^ heefc iior'that hiinftrel's guile, 

•' But mee take for thy'We; 
" And then to the wan, fiir'golde and fpoyle, 

" Right merrylic wee will rore." 

*' Noe, warirovire, 'noe y thb' fad I rove, 

" And my Iotc from riiee is gon, 
" Yet fliU ril feeke'that^atthleft lote, 

" And love but hym alone ! 
" And ever I'll wander day and Dighte, 

•* While colde, colde'bloives the winde, 
" Nor blelt the' light tbat ctiears mye figlitc, 

" 'Till 1 my true love fyddW 
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The foUier wai fcant ygf>ae, wb^q Uffit 

A farrelier cam that nty;, 
And metTyVie ro^c he^ hie stud lowe, 

All yclad in greepc foe gaye: 
Sbee flop'd the gallaotc on tbf s^e^i^ 

*■ And telle," flice crj'd, '' I p\ay% 
*< lUong yotider foTcfiet lu$ th,ou f^cnf 

" My wand'riDg true loie &sye ?T 

'* And howe flialle 1 IfOfiv^ the yo^the yen fteke 

•« From other youths I Cnj ?" 
'• Oh welle maye you knowe hyro ere heei dcab ipoib;, 

" Hy» mien't fi> bri^ht^ «}f hlcf.'' 
" Swcete raayden, tho' 'n)9nge, ihfi fofj^a^ g^eem 

" With carlye borne I roTf|, 
^ Beliere met, dcare mayde> I have oq); f^fp|; 

" The faithlefle youthe you love. 

** Nowe, charming^ rnayile, doc. not thus ipxCf 

*' Nof wander thua forloTne i 
** But goe with mec, and ever HI I(^^ 

*' And flielier thee from ffofite:. 
■ -And wee will hunte with earlye hompt 

" And fing the livelong dayej 
*' And ibe cheareful cT|e, a^d thc^iifujiiif 'Wm& 

" Shall ever fynde lu gayc. 
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** And thou, attir'd ia robes of grecoff, 

" A huDtref* blithe and gaye, 
•' Shall aye bee call*d; nher'ere thou'rt feeae^ 

" The fponiDg queenc of Maye. 
" Come, turne ihee, mayde, and bee my lore, 

*• And to my paflioo ycilde i 
•' And e*e[ delighted will wee rove, 

" The princei of (he fielde."' 

" Noe, I wyll not bcc rob'd in greene, 

•' Thy flatterye alle I feornej 
" Nor will I bee of Maye the ijueeni, 

" To buote with earlyc^hofne j 
•• But I will nvc, both day and nighie, 

•' Thro' flormye hail aAd winde j 
•' Nor blefg the light that chtsiri my figlt^fi 

" Till I mf true Iotc fiode." 



DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic I 



OLD BALLADS. 



Part the Second, 



THE forrclter blithe nowe rode awayC) 

Aod blew byt foundiag hurne, ' 
While by the moate ihe mayden laye, . 

AH defolice aod forlorne : 
Yet ftill ihee cry'd, '* Tho' Ifhed the teare, 

" And hesTC full manyea fighe, 
*' Yet ever 1*11 love thee, youthc ibe deore, 

" And for thee 1 will dye." 

All ihis behearde the baron gaye, 

In the lone tow're where bee fat, 
And with iranye a figbe bee tooke fays waye, 

And came to the calile gate. 
And there bee faive the mayden laye. 

By the moate lide alle furlorne ; 
And alle for the love of a youthe fo gayCi 

Who had treated her with fcoriie. 
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Her cheeke, once red as fiimmer rore, 

Nowe pale as wintry Ikies ; 
And wan hiT cherry lips dyd dofe, 

That her love dyd once fo prize; 
And colde, coldc was that lilly hand. 

That h« Toe ofie had prcfte — 
Full maoye a figh (as hee there did ftande) 

The baron's woe confelle. 

The mayden tolde her piteous lale. 

With manye a fighe and teare. 
How (hce for her love, -hro' hcate and eolde. 

Had wander'd farre and neaiv. 
*' Alas ! deare mayde," the baron figh'd, - 

" Thv tale is fad and lore j 
" Bur, charming mayde," full loude hec cry'd, 

" Thy forrows now bee o'er. 

" Yes, maydcn, thou no rpore (halt rove, 

" No more unhappie ftrayej 
•' But thou, dear mayJe, flialt bee my love, 

'* My countefs richc and g»ye." 
The haplefs mayden woiid'ring hearde 

The baron lalke of love ; 
Yet dill, aliho' that baron ftee fear'd. 

Right /aiihfullc dyd ftiee proie. 
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f* Gome tuTQC to m^, and bee ny lore^ 

" And bee my ladjre gaye; 
*' And thou no more for Icoroe Suit tore, 

** Soe fad, the livelong daye : 
*f But ihou in Tobes of golde, my bire) 

" More brighie than dayc Ihall Ihyoe-^ 
f< Come, leave Otlde v,oe, and legTe dcfpayrc, 

** Afii 10 my fuite inclyge. 

*' Fayre maydens Ihall attend on tbee, 

f All fam'd for beautye rare; 
f* Yet, crer fneet maydcD, (halt thou bc9 

" The faireft of all the fayrc. 
t' Brighce goldc aod gems from Ih' eaftcrne roinpi 

" Thy grandeiirc (hall prodayme; 
f' But thye brigbte lackes fliall the golde oulftyne, 

*f Thic eyes the jewels (hayme." 

f Alai !" fliee cry'd, " dcfpife a mayde 

f DeAin'd wiih fcome to \jjt ; 
" What; the' iby grandeur's tbou'fl dilplay'd^ 

U— My beart'a not royne to gi«e: 
f< But I raufl tore, both daye and nighic, 

" While coide, cQide blowea the winde j 
f ^or blefi the ligbte that chearcB my lighte, 

f 'Till my owne uue love I fynde," 
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Then up arofe the hapleffe mayiii 

And voulde fayne hsve fled zwAy ; 
But the wand'ring biro'a fofte Iicr flay'd, . 

And thu« witli jojie dyd hyc t 
** None heav'o thee bUttn, ibou faithful dime* 

" For thy deaie coadante lo*c ! 
" Uyne l^e the fauhe, ihd niyne the blame, 

*' That made tbe« thui to roTc. 

" I am thy true (but cruel) low, 

" Ahho* a baron borne j 
•• And 'twM thy laiihe, deare mayde, to prove, 

*' I let thee roTO forloroe. 
" I fTom yon toff're hare hemrde thy moane, 

" And it pierc'd roee to the hearte : 
*' Nawe take mee, dcare mayden; I am thy ewDCt 

" And never more willc wee pane. 

" Yon cnlllc, with ic> wydc domiyne, 

** Shall bee thy dtjw're, tny lo»e ; 
'* And there like a piinceft fhalte thou reigaca 

" Nor more in miferye rove : 
*' But wee will live and love foe true, 

" And with fuche conftancye, 
■* That, if fleme death thee firUe (hall flaye^ 

'* Oeare mayde, 111 dye with thee," 
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The maydcD blutH'd to fynd her love 

A baron of hie - fame ; 
While fonde hen cty'd, " Thy fearea rcmore, 

" Thy faithe my pryde doth fliayme. 
" Agayfie to thee my troih I pHghte, 

" And let thy joyea abounde ; 
t' And blefi the lighte that chears thy Gghte, 

" For thy true love i> founde." 
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XIX. 

The TRI.UMPH of DEATHE. 

' In two PirK. 

Now firfl printed. 

Part the Firft. 

THE flceliDg moinente tecmes with deatKel" 
Faire Emma fad Ayd crye ; 
■ E'en nowferbaps on yon drear heathe 

" My Edgar lowe doth lye ! 
' E'en Dowe niaye hee drawe hys lafte, laP.e breathe^ 
" And unregarded dye !*' 
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" Oh ftayc thfe fttit9, dcjeOrd nwyde," 

The hermit fofte reply'd j 
*' For ftill hyi ofte-»ifloriou» bhjrde | 

'* Maye checke th' intruler't prjrde. j 

« Nowe cam, let ui koecle to hciT'a fbr nyAe, I 

■' Wha'i mygbte cao foe foone decyde." 

And Bove from faire th* embattled fielde 
. With warrei dreade claoDOur ring ; 
Whyle, in a mofiye cell coDceal'dc, 

The (TOodelaade wildet aoRiH^ 
That maydea fayte mih. the hermit kneel'd. 

And manye an orifon fang. 

Kowe nearer llille ihe battle rung. 

And fufter flow'd iheyr tcarei ; 
And Qowe, the wobdelaade wyUei aitiotig, 

A warrioure flcrne appeareg 
The mayden to the hermit clung, 

Oerwbelmed with her featet. 

And notve into the lonlye cell 

The wdrrioure toke by» waye. 
With bloodyc fwordc and vifage fell, 

That wilDcfg'd huge difmaye ; 
Aod erer hee colde hys rydiags tcl1« 

$ad ^rntpa fwoou'd 4waye, 
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" The fleeting momenle teemei with dcithe !" 

The trembling hermit cryei: 
f For fad I fee o'er yon blicke heaflic 

" A fcattcT'd ariDye flyei j 
« And maiiy a warrioure gaCpei for breathe, 

And mioye a capiite iighi,'' 

M Yea, the fwifie momeate teeinei with d^ulie!'' 

The breathelefi warrioure cryei j 
f For manye a myle oer yon drcarc heaths. 

" Our fcaitcr'd armyc flyei | 
f< And maoye a warrioure gafpes for breatb^ 

*' Aod maDye a captive lights." 

'* The fleeting momcnte tceniej with deathe !" 

The wretched Emma cryei: 
■<- Accuri'd bee yon bloode-drgiched heuhe, 

" For there my Edgar lye» ! 
*' Saye, warrioure, do« my lore yet breathe I 

" Hath deathe yel cloi'd hye eyet i" 

«' Yea, the faddemomenteteemei with deathe I 

" For manye a trarriour dyet* 
t< And, 'mong the reft, on yon blacke heathe 

" Thy hapleffc Edgar lyes ; 
^* And ftill, ai the warrioure gafpet for bretths* 

»* Fayre Emma't naine hep fighea." 
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Then up arofe that dcfperate fayre, 
And ihrice (bve look'd a-oaadei 

And liElen'd to the burdeu'J aire, 
That teem'd wiih manye a founde 

Of hofryle tagf, and dire derpayre, 
That, fraoiic, bit the giounde. 

" Hermit," (hec cty'd, " to mee foe goodc, 
*' Nowe granle iti> boone 1 praye ; 

" Oh lende to mee thy fcripp and boode, 
** And gowne of ruflei graye ; 

" And liSDde unio mee thye holye roode, 
" And leads mee on my waye. 

■' Soe will I goe to yon dreare tieatbe, 
" Where m^ny a waniourc flghea ; 

" Where, gafping in hys lafte, lafte breath, 
" My haplefs Edgar lyet : 

*' I'll cheare hym us bee lai es in deaihe, 
" I'll fooihe hjm m hee dyes !" 

The hermit fat in penfive moode. 
Then, chear'd wiih hope, dyd faye, 

*' Oh I've another fcripp and hoode, 
" And another gowne of graye j 

** And'I, with another hol>e roodcx 
*■ Will vend with thee mye vnj^. 
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' For when thie Edgar to my care 
" Entrufted th«, poore mayde, 

' On holye roode Hee made mee fweare, 
" To lende thee ille my aide ; 

' Soe with thee I'lc goe wiihbuten fcare, 
" Thro' Teat of tJoode ID wide." . 



FULLB darke aii4 drAre the heaihe djrd fceme. 

And looelye nat the waye ; 
Not dyd th'affrighied moonei pale beamc 

Emit her fylrer raye : 
Full fafle the fayre' maydeni tearek dyd flreame^ 

The hermit Idude dyd prayc. . 
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Nowe Deafer fiille tbe bmlei fonade 

Ctme rulhiog od tha nre i 
With bloode all drenched mi the gmnnAcf 

And the nighie wii darke and dt««re : 
The maydea affrighted lotlk'd atonode-^ 

Tbe bcnnii fhookc with fette. 

Sbee hearde a groane, and, ai fliee tura'd, 

A warriour hyde fuUe lowe ; 
Shee grarp'd by* baode, aiCadd bee moura'd^ 

And wip'd byt chmmye brawe~- 
Her grpfpe the dying hande retum'd, 

Ai coDfciom of i» woe. 

*' The fleeimg momente teemes with deatbe I" 

The wocfraughte hermit cryd | 
** Glutted with baplefi mortalt breaiba 

•* The giiflye kyng dotb ftrydc"— 
*' I ^nd not my Edgir on the heathe,** 

The weeping Emma Cgb'd. 

Tbe thund'tingl witidil of beaveK'ftnir^ 

The deferte heathc Bloogi 
Whyle fiice, her fiithful love to pt«V^ 

With refolution firong, ^ 

For her Edgar fougbtc; her daft tiiUh-lonv 

Tbe dying and deade anm^ 



I,. i.,<i-,Gooj^le 



OLD BALLADS. 

*' The fleeting noiMRte tacnci with dtuhel" 

Agayne the hermit cfjef j 
** for noughce it knrde along the heathe 

'* Bni dying warrioun GghM**— 
** Coulde I but heare n)' Edgar breatlie I'* 

Fayre Emma fad repljei. 

Bkake was the blafls, aod ehill the aire, 

And aweful was the fceoej 
Yet flill thii faithful haplefs paiw, 

Oerwhelm'd with aagiiilhe keeiw, 
RoT'd o'er the bloodye henhe ftM dMare> 

UntiU the momiog glcarac, 

Nowe llowclye to the lifi'ouig cmv- 

The fouadei of woe tityd hi^ 
Whyle, (hra* the carnage fatm and acarc, 

Righie careful they dyd wade ; 
But they founde not their Edgar iuuc, 

'MoDg livitig or 'moDg; deads. 

. To mioyea wsKiorinhydTO* 

They leate their holye aide, 
And ghofilyc oonforte dyd beftowv^ 

Tho' wearye'and difmsyde ; 
But iheir Edgar's fonne tbey coaUe not knoirei 

'MoDg liriog or 'moog deadc^ 
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<■ The fleeting momente tMoici with dcfttlie! 

•* Eache blali's a fuDcral koell.'* 
Sad Emma cry'd ; — then on the heathet 

Oercome with toile, ihcc fell : 
Tbe baplefi ipaydcn had not breath 

To reacht; the hermit** cell, 

" The fleeting mni&ente teetaei with deathe !'* . 
Th' affrighted hermit cry'd : , 

Alag 1 Dice's fell on ihi« dreadc heaihe, 
" Swecre flo*'r of beautye** pryde . 

*' Oh griflye tyrante, fpare, fparc her bwtlh, 
" Or flaye mee by her f^de!" 

A dying warriour hearttbym ctye, , . i 
And rais'd hys langutd'beade, . .■ 

And fawe the hapleft i^yden lye, 
Oercome wirh toile apd dreadc, 

And the faithful hermit ftHadiog bye. 

With terror all difmay'd. , , ■ , 



' The fleeting momente teem«i with deaitie 1" 

Sad Edgar cry'd difmay'd ; 
' Beholde! on thys blood-drenched heatfie 

" My loTtlye Emma l;iyde, 
* With bloode of wsrrioure beneathc, 

" Darke lempeftes orerjieade." 
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*' Yea, the fwift momente tttoiei with deaihc !*' , 

The hennit loude dyd crye ; 
" For lo ! on ihit dark drearye heathe 

" Thy faiihful bryde dothe lye : 
«• She came to fijoih thee whyle thou dydft breathe, 

" And theii with thee to dye." 

" The fieetilig tnomente teemes with death !" 

The dying warriour cry'd : 
" Come fpeake to mec whyle Hill I'rt breath, 

•* My too, too faithful bryde !" 
8hce wrang hyi hand— ^-and on that heaths 

Thofc haplefg lorcts dy'd. 

•' The fleeting momente teemc^ with dcathe I** 

The fainting hermit cry'd : 
•' The griflye t}-rante o*er the heathe, 

" With merc'lefs Heps doth flryde." 
Hia fpirits fuDk_.fhorte grewe hyi breath— ■ 

With woe the hermit dy'd. 
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XX. 

The BITTER FRUITES of JEALOUSIE: 

A B jladf. 

" /~^ O E, fliuite the doore, my Edwarde deere, 
VJ *' Shutte clofe the doore, I praye; 

" Lette aac keeoe feaiche my treadingc (race, 
" Ne liftcDc what I Taie ; 

" Lette nane my fubcle etltrauDce knowet 

*' My troubled motion fpte, 
•* Ne fmalleft funne-beame penetrate 

" The teU-tale of mine eye.** 

So Alleyne fpake, as guitt.beSain'd 

6ome Dooke he did explore. 
When inllinde ledde his pathlefte foote 

To Edwardc'i friendlie doore. 

'TwccQ horrid dreede, and confciouB Aame, 

Fu* mightie was the Itrifr, . 
While from bis now-enfeebled handi 

PowDC dropp'd a reckinge knife. 
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What mcBD) dtat (leele ? What nacin) that glow, 

Wherewith thy vifage buran f 
Now ghafijie pak, alack, futxccdi. 

And DOW the redde icitirso. 

** Saye, will ytt pligjate your promifc iecn, 
" Add nrille yee pligbte your fiye, . 

** That wh« I now cntruile to yee 
*• Voor tongue Oiall ne'er betrayc t 

Yea, I willc plight my promifc dcue, 

And I ffill plight ray fayC| 
That what yee Ihall enttufie to m«e 

My tongue AaLl ne'er beinyt. 

" Ah ! wat Jhce pot the fnrefl faire, 

'* More deere than life to mce I 
** Yet ne'er fliill lagatn; beholdc 

*' My Lucie fweeie to (ec.*' 

Yea, Ihe wai faJr^ of the fwe, 
■ Deere as thy life to thee-* 
Aud hall thou fcath'd wiUi.deftdUe flroke 
Thy Lupie fweetc to fee ? . ,. 

<' Wae fforthc the da^ WThst 'veric trreathe, 

*' Which with a lovinge vowe 
I'.This morne I gave her, Ibehclde, 

*' Ere noonc, oa Edwin's brow. 
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' When ai flice tooke it fweetc Ibee fmU'd, 
" Yet could flie&&oin it parte? 

* Sae proude, mcthougbt, face tauatcd mee, 
*' Fu' decpe it irk'd my beartc. 

' Aod irk'd be Aille tbia cniel beirtel— 
" Ob ! bad yee reenetbe wouadc^ 

< And had yee feene the Qreammge blade, 
'* How fflfte it flaio'd tbc grounde ! 

" And bad yee feeoe her fickniage tje, 

" Haw fore it foogbte reliefiE ! 
■' And bad yee lecoe ber bodie fiake, 

" You woulde have dyed. for gricfe ! 

" And irk'd be flitle this cruel hcane; 

*' When a> fbee there did lye, 
" That couldc not wkh my Lucie deere- ' 
It flayc, and dye 1" 



Alleync, my friend, yee griere my foiile. 
Your fligbte, I weene, wai jufl. 

Sine fhce is gone, that fairefi &ire. 
And funken into dulie. 

But who alonge yon cyptefle-p athe 

Is ledde iae heavilie i 
Ah ! mee ! my Alleyne dcere, it it^ 

How fadde fbee eyetb thee ! 
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And, all ! how fadde yoo Tirgini looke, 

Who^eade hei to my boure i 
Appear Vhejt sot u dtizliDge dewci, 

FrefbDiDf^c fome faded floure ? 

With fuch a loolie ai mothers afc 

Rebuke a darlinge childe. 
Sac eyed Ihec ber Atleyoe deere, 

Sac ruthe, lae {wteit, fie milde 1 

" I marrelle not," Ihee faintlie cried, 

*' Yec feeme a manDe of ftonc l-r- 
<* The nelle of life is oae yet drie, 

** My daiei are aac yet done. 

" Sette, feitc your troubled minde at eafe, 

'* My hearie yec didde nae touebe ; 
" Tec ftrooke too Ihorte to reacbe my life, 

** Whereat I gladdcne mucbe. 

*' Could yee, fuch vowei as I have vow'd* 

" Deeme I coulde faithleffe bee ? — 
" The bloflbmc 10 ihe breathe of fpringe 

»» Was fcaQt fae true as mee. 

*' That wreathe, which yee this morue did fcfr 

" Sac trimme onEdwyn's brone, 
" Edwyn's aio fpittfu' haode bad wroughtc,^ 

*' AftdSi^a wearesit nowe. 

Oj " WhsB 
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■* When lore yee bfcithe, yte fickle racnne 
" Been fmooihe a* fununer-waTe ; 

« But wbcD with JntoMfie yte r«eUe, 
" Ai wiater-Honne yet rwc. 

" Ralhe manne ! ah ! bow by }eitotifie 
" Have yee your fortunes crofte I 

*' Ai true a maide U evtr lov'd 
" Yee have for ever lofte. 

" To hie to thii your friend't abode, 
" Here breathe my prayret for yee, 

" For life, for hcalibc, for eafe of minJct 
" Wai a' wa» left for mee." 

Can ytt n«l parJmt tbi hi^ /^f 

JfhiA love JiJJt gar me Joe t 
" Yet, I caBQC pardon a' the ftuhe, 

" And ftillc to lore be true." 

AadfiaUe the hridai hmUe it tyeJ, 

And Jhalle ime h^it itt T 
" The bridal-knotte nnne ne'er be tyed, 

" Ne cinoe I llaye with ih«ei 

" For I to Cfarifle a towc have made, 
*' And kepte that rowe fltalle i»e, 

" That manne naie msir flialle vexe mybearte, 
'* Nac mair fliaUe trouUc nee. 
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** Thit flfaite 1 willc myfel betake 

*' Udtoa nuQneric, 
*' lo falle and prayre to ende my dayei 

*' And kepie ibat towc fhallc bcci 

" Go yce, and feck* a fairer bride, 

*' And live in pleafauace gaye, 
" While to the hoafe of godliocfle 

" I take mylcl awaye." 

Ni^, Jae not -mtn^ yet quitt modftf 

Lifit, Ufit, mypierc'iMg* td ! 
Sttume ! andforytuti hrtUm vowt^ 

On nut tbt faint ht a! 

« 5Vi /««."— H« hea»*d a deepe-dnwne fighc, 

Ai braft hi* heane in nrainc. 
Sine to the ground faft-falled he, 

An^ ncTCr rofe againe. 
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TheDEATH of ALLEN: > Balbd, 

THE betb (hey rang all in the mora, 
And Allen he rofe fiill foan. 
Sad tyiliogt were heard for Allen to hear. 
That Mary would wed ere noon. 

Then Allen he cali'd on Thomas'* name, 

Aod Thomas came at hit cill : 
*' Make ready a coffin and winding Aroitd, 

*' For. Mary fball fee my fall. 

" When lafl we patted with brimful eye, 

" Righi-loving ihe madca vowi 
<< But Richard has twice as many fiieep, 

•' And Mary forgeti me now. 

•* Then bear me to the green- gra fa -bank, 

" Where we did kifs and play, 
<■ And tell her, the rain, rhat made it lb green, 

•' Has waOi'd my kiiTes ^way." 
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The bridegroom led the bride fo fair, 

The prieil he came anon ; 
Que Thomas he brought hii dear fnend't coife, 

Or ere the wedding wai done. 

He laid him on the green-grafs-bank, 

Wbere they did kifs and play. 
And told her, the rain, that made it fo green. 

Had wafh'd hi* kiJTea away. 

When (he beheld poor ^lien's dead corCe, 

Her maiden blufli was loll. 
She faded, as tho' on April morn 

A primrofe nipt by a frofi. 

Then all beneath one fatal fione 

Together they buried were, 
palfe maidena, wbo break ypur plighted vow, 

Xa\.e heed ye conjie not there ! . 
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XXIf, 
.The DISTRESS'itf MAIlfAN: a' blU. 

ONE April CT'otng, when the fua 
Had journcy'd down the iky. 
Sad Marian, with looki of w<x, 
Walk'd fonh full heafily. 

Teari trickled down her faded check, 

Soft fighi her bofom heaT'd ; 
Soft (igba re* eal'd her inward woe ; 

Alas ! Ihe'd been dcceii'd. 

" Oh ! what a wretch am I become, 

" A lucklcftbfi, (bid (he,) 
** The cowllip, and the violet blue, 

** Hare now no charmi for mc. ' 

" The golden fun that ^aily fliiBci, 

" And glitt'ring dcckt the iky, 
*' firingi no relief to my diftrefit 

'• Or pleafure' to my eye' 
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>* This liiile river, when I drcft'd, 

" Hai ferrM me for a glafji ; 
' But DOW it oDly fhem hoir love, 

" Hai ruio'd t1ii« poor &ce. 

• What charms cojiJd happy Lucy boaft, 
" To fix thy wav'ting mind ? 

* What charms in Luc^ more thaa tac, 
** Ungrateful, couldit thou find ? 

< Haft (hou forgot the tender voif i 
*' Which at my ftct were made i 

' Vet I'll not fpend my dying hour 
" Thy fallchood to upbraid. 

" But what remaiaiDg breaib I hare 

" Shall intercede with heav'n ; 
' That all thofe broken tdwi to ibc, 

" At laA may be forgiv'n. 

" Yer one poor boon, belbie t dk^ 

" 1 would of thee require j 
" And do not ihou refufe to grimt 

" A wretch's laft dcfire ! 

" When you with Lucy Aall affix 

" The hiippy marriage-day, 
■• Oh ! do not o'er my green -graft-grave 

" lahuman take tby way." 
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CADWAL: a legendary Tale. 



Part the Fiifl. 

DARK Decern cr tvat the moDtlt, 
The air was dank aad.cbill. 
When Cadwal'g we^ry foot h«d reich'd 
The fummit of the hil), 

Btncaih whofc amp^ verg^ ^ vioot 

To labour at the plough, 
And, to relieve hU fwhei'S age. 

Bedew hit infant brow. . 

When eighteen yean had o'er him paft'd. 

He left his rudic home, 
(Sore-Onote wkh grief) in dilant ground^' 
•■ And iiraogei-field! lo toaip. 
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Twelve winters had hii exile fcen, 

When lo ! hi) bofom burns 
Again to cUfp hio father's kacei, 

And homeward he retumi. 

And now defcendiag to the vale. 

With flow and trembling feet. 
At tku new fight, hit native foil, 

The pulfcB flutt'ring beat. 

And now, with penetrating eyC( 

He pierces the clofe dell, 
Where in his thatch-benie)tet*d cot 

His lire did whilom dwell. 

Vet in hi« fad and troubled loot 

Such terror might ye fee. 
As when we almoft wUh to fhua . , 

The thing we'wilh fliould be. 

He pryed here, he pryed there. 

No cottage could he fpy, 
Nor fmalleft trace of human tread 

Appeared to his eye. 

No monarch of tlic feathct'd brood 

Was heard aloud to crow. 
Nor laboured ax the voCal air 

Awaken with his low. 
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Iq firaage amizement and fufpCBce 

Awhile bcDUnib'd be ftoodi 
Then fell, defpairing on the earth, 

And wept, and wail'd aloud. 

Hit bitter crici an hermit drev 

Forth from hit loaely cell. 
Whole pliant (eofe wai quick to &el 

AffliAion't poignant yelL 

CompafSon held him mute at firfl, 

While ai be pooder'd him 
,Wi>h fixed eye, where nature*! floodi 

Vp-fwelled to the brim ; 

Then ihui — <■ My Tor, your pUui I heard, 

*' They fmote me to tha Jieart j 
*' To me, without referte or fear, 
■ *• The weighty caufe impart. 

" Deep Tcn'd in fonon'a he»*y tadc 

*' Full many a weary how, 
(' Right well I know what aggraratei, 

" And what abatei its pow'r. 

H Clofe-pent wiihin teflrainiAg-boundi, 

" The rirer foams and roars, 
" Tumultuou* boili with miglity beam, 

^' And wounds it> kindred ihorci ; 
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* The toid remor'd that choik'd iti caucfe, 

■■ The violence TubriJes, 
" The lumult leffcni by da greet, 

" And fmooch the current glidei, 

'■ Give, then, the ftru^liog gricfi to flow, 

*• Which thy ctt^g'd hean oppreft ; 
" Each word will talte » ptnuwxy, 

<* And make the burthen left." 

" Old Cadwal here diftraught I reel^, 

** Here Cidwal dwelt of yore, 
" Here, here, his quiet cottage rofe^ 

'* But now i) here no more.'' 

'• Old Cadwal feek'ft ihon ? Hapleft tnan ! 

*' New torment* mull thou have— 
" Beneath this venerable elot 

" Behold the ruflic't grave !" 

" Ob ! wretch accuri'd 1 1 wai the cairfe, 

" I 'reft him of hiibreatiii 
" I robb'd thefe field* of Cadwal's worth, 

*' I brought him to hit death* 

I' Wm he not to hU variout kin, 

" (Unworthy I alone !) 
". Was he not guardian, comforier, 

'A Friend, father, ail ta one t 
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*' What honcft hind, thit near him toil'd^ 

" But of his llore partook f 
** Was he noi to the aeedy (wmb 

" Ai to the mead the brook I 

*' Did he. not deal to all atouDd 

" Hi» fmile ai well ae care l 
" Not e»'n the fparrotr of the hedge 

" But in his love had flure. 

" Aad wretch accurs'd I I was the caufe, 

" I 'reft him of hi» breaili, 
" I robb'd thcfe fieldi of jCadwal'i worthy 

*' I brought him to hit death." 

" Too rigidlf, perchance, my fon^ 

•' Thyfelf thou daft accufe, 
" And heapcA on thy huitben'd heart 

" Uaneceflkry wocs> 

" Ah 1 how fevere the punifbmcnt, 

" When we ourfelves arraign I 
** And hatred oft and malice' felf 

'* Inffia a milder piiti. 

" Lefs haiflily cenfure thy ofience, 
*' (Some youthful warmth, I ween I) 

" And give it to mine ean in Ecrms 
" Soft, candid, and fercnc. 
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" Here on this bank repofc awhile, 

" And bid ihefe tumults ceafe. ; 
" Wiih ihine I'll mix my fecial tears, 

" And fooih reiurniDg peace," 

'* Ah, father I iliis ihiae holy love 

" Embitters what I feel ; > 

" Unwillingly ihoo add'ft a fling 
" To forrows thou would'il heal. 

*' Here on this bank, what preciou; hours 

" IVe known in dayi of youth, 
" Lill'oing the precepts ihat he gave 

" Of wifdom and of truth ! 

*' Here in the fweetly- tranquil eve, 

" (Day's rugged labour done,) 
" He'd tell how good and glorious mea 

■' Life's arduous race had run ; 

'' What tides of blood had walhM thefe landl,, 

«• Which we in peace had till'd, 
" And how the faithful ruftic once 

** Great Alfred here cooceal'd. 

" But, oh I my.giief'bewitdef'd-miad 

'* From reafon wanders far, 
* And with vague fancies idly mocks 

" Thy Itiod, thy pious care.'' 

Vol. IV. R * 
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" H«d not, my fon — ufe any meins 

" ThMnrty.aflUagetby pwn; 
«' It ii the privilege rf woe 

«< At random to complain. 

*' And who of patient fympathy 

" The lib'ral largcfi fcant, 
" With-hotd a bounty dear, I weea 

•■ Af wealth can Ibow'r on want.*^ 



fnt the Second* 



■ OLD Cadwal here diflraogbt I I'eek— 
*< Ab, me l thit wayward heart ! 

' That dat'd oppofe a &ther*t pow'r, 
«' That dai'd bii counfel thwart I 

■* But Emma'a cfaanns had woo mf lore, 

** And made it all her own j 
** I fought not colons flocki and tnctdlj 

** X fought content ilone ; 
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* And, oh ! Co ftMeil/Ihe coo^nn'd 
•' To all I wift'd or faid^ 

' Vou would liwe ftforn our hearti, is twiu^ 
" Were for e»ch other made. 

< Aod wat ir, holy father, fay, 

" Was it a crime to lore j 
■ Or to my early {lighted vowi 

" Uocbang'd aod Heady proved 

' Matilda*! lofty fricodf ID ftore 
*' Of fleecci did abouod, 

* And ample (heavet entich'd their field«t 
" And orchard* rofe around j 

'* And thefe pofleilonf c*'ry hour 

*' Were pour'd into mine ear; 
" To count tbem o'er, my father road* 

*' Hii morn and ev'oing care. 

" Sure, if he ^uy failing had, 

" 'Twai too fond love for me; 
" Hence fpiung the wifli; that of her flocki 

** I might the mailer bei 

" And as he willM, and at he b«de, 

" Oh I that I could hare done ! 
'* But Emma'g charmt had wofl my lov«« 

" And made it all her own; 

R « " Say, 
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'< Say, father, ought I, U the church 

" HaTcioio'd Mnilda'* hand, 
*' When lore and truth, that (hould attend, 

*' Were not at tny coramaod i 

" Her fpacioui granatieB— to me 

*' They no allurement were ; 
" My Emma's low-roof 'd dairy-hut 

*' To me was dearer far. 

*' Why after Urge pofleffions feek ? 

" My father did not want ; 
'.' Of copiou» iribucei from the field 

" Hit barna were Dothiogfcant: 

" But 'twas hit will— and oh ! that I 
" Could have that will obey'd, 

" Without the guilt of broken ti>w>, 
" Or Emma's peace betray'dl 

" Now that my frowardneft of heart 
" Hath brought bim to his end, 

" For this, before yon ballow'd fpot 
" In duteous wife I'll betkl ; 

« For this, will daily wet the Ibd 

** With my repentant eye, 
" Nor ever from this folilude 

*' To fairer refuge hie.*' 



"Son," 
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" SoD,"qaoth the Gre^-aod call alook' 

Ae cbill'd the youth all o'er— 
(While mioutei pafsM ere Tiial warmth 

HU fenret did reftore— ) 

'* Sod," quoth the fage, " thy doubts fufpeod^ 

" Their rifiug tumult check — 
** It ii thy father clafpi thee clofe, 

** Aod weepi upon thy neck. 

" Lang have I held thee in difcourfe 

" With pent-up agony ; 
" Now let my guftiing leata have way, 

*' They're bleOiiigt Ihow'r'd on thee. 

•< Cbarm'd with thy duteous excellence, 

** Thy strength of filial love, 
*< My full forgivenefB let thefc ftreams 

" Aod warm embraces prove ! 

*' And, oh! mighi'ft thou forgive the caufe 
•'.That drove thee from thy home, 

*' Sore-fmote with grief, in diflant ground* 
•* And ftranger-ficlds to roam." 

" Might I forgive ! — Oh father,.fuch 

" Unfecmly terms re ft rain ; 
" Might I forgive ! — It i> enough^ 
. " 1 fee thee once again. 
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" But fauTft thou nor, beneaih yon elm'* — 

<* My dearcft fon, I did; 
*' There have 1 mark'd the chofen fpo(, 

*yTbett made ray latcfl bed. 



1' Of ihec bereft, what fcooied it 
<* To feed the furrow 'd plain ; 

f Or what, from eutumn't fruitful bp 
*' To heap the ripeoM grata I 

" Whom bad I then to chear my fiep; 

*' in fumnier's fuliiy rays ? 
** For whom fliould then the fociat hearth 

" In nlnter-er'niag blase i 

'f My houfe, my bams, I left at large 

'* To moulder and decay; 
" Yon humble teneoient I rais'd, 

** My age's only flay. 

" Enough for me, who meant foilouf 
" To pafs life's lagging eve ;' 

** My taOc to meditate ai^d pray, 
" My punifhment to grieve. 

*' For oh ! my fon, too late I felt 
" This truth within my heart, 

f Tbal to compel the filial mind 
ff Is not a parent's part. 



*' An4 
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* And hcDce this penitentUlgRib, 
'* And hence there fiWer hairi, 

> Wbofe hoary Irngth the lid reclure 
** Or peofiTC hermit wctn." 

' Dear, honoutM father, droop no mare ; 
" Thii on my bended knee 

* I crave, — I claim, — refign thy grlefi; 
" Oh! caft ihem all on me : 

* With unremitting loTC and cire 
" Thy forrows I'll affuage, 

'' And wiih obfequiouo duty tend 
'• The remnant of thy age," 

" Arife, my Ton, and to my cell 

*' Together let us wend"; 
'♦ Let lis beneath one roof embrace* 

•' Ere yet my days (hall end. 

" Andfhallthethought of Emma's love 

" No more fuffufe thine eye, 
" Nor chiJe thy father for ber lofs r" — 

— " She's buiicd in that figh."* 



' What wond'rous Mif* to virtuoui minds 
" Will hca^'n not deign to lend? 

' Within my homely hut, my ton, 
" There all thy forjpws end. 
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" There, there, once more flill fwecity-fair 

" Thy Emma ftialt thou fee -, 
" Withiir my homely hut Ihe dwells, 

" My age's comfort (he ! 

" Her father dead, I fitl'd his place, 

" The guardian of her youth j 
" I now reftore her to thy Iofc, 

" Thy conftaacy and truth.'' 

YouQgCadnal waited not for more, 

But to his Emma flew. 
Where loclc'd awhile in dofc embrace " 

Each to the other grew. 

From iacoherent words and fighi 
Such wond'rous traofports brake, 

Far more than hou^'d eloquence 
With all her tongues could fpeak. 

And now niih Arong enquiring lool( 

They fearch each other's eye. 
And nik if what they fee be true. 

And doubt the real joy. 

And now the father's qulcken'd Sxpi 
They greet with bended grace. 

And with uplifted e>es adore, 
Apd blefs biB re?'rend face. 
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• Now, by tWi hallow'd e»e I »ow *, 
'' Soon as the mafs be done, 

* The next eafuing holy-day 

*' The prieft (hall make ye one. 

' And ye fliall lire (fo heav*n permit !) 
" To caft one gleam of light 

' Athwart your faihct'i gathVing eve, 
'* Or ere he fink in uigbt ; 

" Or ere beneath yon aged elm 
•' He's number'd with the dead, 

" The chofen fpot where his own haodi 
<r Have made his lateft bed. 

" But while fame houra of life are lent* 

*' By gratitude and pray'r, 
" And mcm'ry of my errors paft, 

" Tbofc crrara I'll repair : 

'■* And oft as I recount them o'er, 
" Thy fleady faith I'll praife, 

" And for my dearell boy once more 
" The fecial hearth Ml blaze. 



* ProbMy Chri&maS'Ere, u DeMmbei it nicntlaiied in- the 
cpenicig of the tale. 



f Age 

DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic 



tso OtD BALLAD! 

*■ Age ev'n u jraiiA, thou (etA, my Ton, 

'• la liable to fait, 
^ And fclf-Kproof aod pcnlteim 

" Alike befeem ui alL" 



xxir. 

The! CRUEL BLACK: 

A lamentable ballad of the tragkal end of a galLint lord 
and virtuout lady; together with the untimely death 
of their two children : wickedly performed by a hea- 
theoilh and blood-tfairfty black -a -moor, (heir fcrvant % 
the like of which cruelty and miirther wat ncTcr bord 
of before. 

IN Rome a noblemao did wed 
A virgio of great Iwnc t 
A fairer creature never did 

Dame nature ever frame i 
By whom he had two «hildrui 6iri 

Whofe beauty did excel t 
They were their parents only joy, 
The/ lov'd them both fo well. 
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The lord he loT'd t* liunt Ac buck. 

The tyger, and t)ie boar ; 
And ftiti for fwiftocfi alway t took 

With him a b!ack-a moor ; 
Which black-a-moor nitfaui «h« wood 

Hti lord he <Jid oSend, 
for nhich he did bim then coriea. 

In hopes he would amend. 

The day it grew unco an enid, 

Then homewards he did haHe, 
Where with hii lady he did (efl. 

Until the night was paft. 
-Then in the morning he did rift. 

And did his fer*aiits call, 
A hunting he prowdu to go. 

Straight ibey were ready all. 

To caure the loyl ike-hdy did ' 

Intreat him not to go; 
** Alas, good lady," ihca ijuBtfa fac«, ' 

" Why art thou grieved fo ? 
*f Content thyfelF, IwiUteiuni 

*' With fpced to thee again.'-* 
f ' Good ^th^r,'* quoth the little babn, 

V Willi us here Aill renuun." 
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" Faicwel, dear childtcn, I will go 

" A fiiM thing for to buy;' 
But Aey, ilicrewilh nothing content, 

Alottd began to cry. 
The mother tAa tbem by the band. 

Saying, ** Cone, go with me 
** Unto the higheft tower, where 

** Your iaiher you IhalL fee.'' 

The black'a>moor, perceiving oow. 

Who theo ^d fiay behi^, 
Hif lord to be a buBtiag gpae, 

B^an to call to miod : 
*■ My mailer he did me corieQ, 

** My &ult not being great ; 
■' Now of his wife I'll be lereog'd* 

■* She Ihili not me intreab" 

The place was moated round about. 

The bridge he up did dmr ; 
The gates he bolted very fat, 

Of none he flood in awe. 
He up into the tower went. 

The lady being there. 
Who when fhe faw hii countttunce grim» 

She flraighi began to fear. 
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But aow roy trembllfig heart it qualei 

To thiak what I mult write ; 
My reofes all begin to fail. 

My foul it dotti affright: 
Yet muft I make an end- of thii. 

Which here 1 have baguD, 
Which will make &d the hardeft heart. 

Before that I have done. 

Thii wretch unto the lady went. 

And her with Tpeed didnrill. 
His lull forthwith to fatigfy, 

His mind for to fulfil. ' 
The lady fhe amazed was. 

To hear the villain fpeak; 
" Alaa," quoih Ihe, " what (liall I do? 

" With grief my heart will break." 

With that he took her in his armi, 

She ftraight for help did cry : 
" Content yourfelf, lady," be faid, 

" Your hufband is not nigh : 
" The bridge ii drawn, the gate* are (hur, 

" Therefore come lye with me, 
** Or elfc I do proteft and »ow, 

" Thy butcher I will be,"- 
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The ajtt»l teon no'domt her facck 

Her chiUren crj'd amain, 
.And (ought to help their mother dear. 

Bat all it was in *aia ; 
For that cgrcgioua fihhy, rogue ' 

Her hands behmd her bounds 
And then perfbrt^widi all hit mighty 
He threw her on the ground. 

With that (he fbrick'd, her chtldfen cr7*d( 

And fuch a noife did make. 
Thai tonns'fblks, heating her huneot>» 

Did fcek their parts to take t 
But all in vain, no way was found 

To help the lady's need, . 
Who cry'd to ihefli mc^i^teouflf, - 

" O help! O help w'lA fpeed l" 

Some tun into the forefi wid«« 

Her lord home for to caU ; 
And they that fiood AHl did laneot 

Thia galtaDt lady's fall. 
With rpeed her lord caoui fottisg. bon^y 

He could not enter in i 
His lady's cries did pierce iig heart. 

To call he did begin i 
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** O hold tbybandk thM fonge «tar* 

" To hurt her do fotbctf, 
*' Oretfe be furc, if I do live, 

" Wild horrei IhaU thee tcM." 
With that ibe rogue ran to the itall, 

He having had hii otilil. 
And brought one chili) imder \u»xtmt 

His deareft blood to (piil. 

The child, feeiog, his MusxilKMr . 

To him for help did call : 
" Oh father I hel|9iin]r Bother -dtWr 

" Weftall be killed all." 
Then fell the lord upon hift kOBtf 

And did the moor intrtatt 
To fave the life of this poor cMld, 

Whofe fear was then fo gfWU 

But this vile trretch the liitlp child. 

By both the heels did nlsfv 
And dalh'd his braioi agaiqft^e waII^ 

Whitft parcDts hearts did ak« i 
That being donq ftsaig^twity he rw 

The other child to fetch. 
And pluck'd it from lh<f mothet'i bn>l^ 

Moft like a cruel wnK^ 
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WithiD one hand > knife be bfogght^ 

Tbe child within the other ; 
And holding it over the wall. 

Saying, ** Thus (hall die thy mother," 
With thai be cut the throat of it ; 

Then to the tather he did call. 
To look bow he the head'did cu^ 

And down the head did fall. 

This done, be threw it down the wall 

Into the moat fo deep; 
Which made the father wring hi» hands^ 

And grieToufly to weep. 
Then to the lad; went thii rogue. 

Who was near dead wiih fear. 
Yet this Tile wtetch moil cruelly 

Did drag her b/ the hair i 

And drew her to the very vati, 

Which when her lord did fee. 
Then prerentl> be cried out, 

And fell upon hia knte : 
Quoth he, " If thon wth five her lif^ 

** Whom 1 do love fo dear, 
" I will forgivo thee ail i» paft, 

** Though they concern me near. 
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" O fare her life, I thee bereech j 

" O fate her,- I thee pray, 
" And I will grant thee what thou wilt 

" Demand of me thU day.'' 
*' Well,'' quoth the tnoor, " I do regard 

" The tnoan that thou doft make : 
" If thou wilt gVaht me what I aik, 

" I'll fare her for thy fake." 

" O fave her life, and then demand 

'* Of me what thing thou wile," 
" Cut off thy nofe, and not one drop 

" Of her blood (hall be fplU." ' 
With that the lord prefently took 

A Vaife within hi« hand, 
And then his nofc he quite cut off. 

In place where he did &and, 

" Now I haTC bought my lady's lift,'' 

He to the moot did call : 
" Then take her," quoth thii wicked roguCf 

And down he lei her fall. 
Which when her gallant lord did fee. 

His fenfes all did f^iil ; 
Yet many fought lo fave hialife* 

But Dothiog could prevail. 
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When u the moor did fee him dead, 
. Then did he laugh amain 
At them who for their gillsnt lord 

And lady did compUin: 
Q^otb be, " I know you'll torture me, 

*' If that you cin me get, 
« But all your threats I do not fear, 

" Nor yet regard one whit. 

" Wild horfei fluJl my body tear, 

" 1 know it to be true, 
" But I'll prevent you of that pain :" 

And dovo himlelf he threw. 
Too good a death for fuch a wretch, 

A villain void of fear ! ' 

And thui doth end a< fad a tale, | 

Ai erer man did hear. I 

I 
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The TRAGEDY of PHILLIS, compUining 
Qf the dilloyall loue of Amyntat. 



AMYNTAS on a fummcr** iiy^ 
To ftiUQ Apollo'* beimet, 
Was drivtog of hU flockes away. 
To taft fome coaling ftreameB | 
And through a foncll at he went 

Unto a rtuer fide, 
A Toyce tthich from a groue was lent 
- Inuited him to bide. 
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The voycc well feem'd for to bewray 

Some male'CODtented mindc : 
For oft timei did he hearc it fay. 

Ten thoufand times vnkLnd : 
The remnaDr of that ragiag mone 

Did all efcape his care. 
For euery word brought forth a grooe, 

And euery grooe a teare. 

And oeerer when he did repaire. 

Both face and voyce he bnewt 
Hefaw that Phillii was come there 

Her plaints for to renew : 
Thus leaning her vQto her plaints^ 

And fonow-flaking groncs. 
He heard her deadly difconteDtt 

Tbui all breake forth at once. 

Amintat, it my loae to thee 

Of fuch a light accouit. 
That thou difdain'fl tolooke on me, 

Or loue as thou wert wont ? 
Were thofe the oathi that thou didft malte. 

The vowes thou did'A conceiue, 
When I, for thy contentment'! fake* 

Mipe hearts delight did Icaue ? 
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Haw oft dlid thou protcft to roe, 

The heaueoa fliould turae to Dought, 
The funoe Ihould &r& obfcured be. 

Ere thou wouldll change thy thought ? 
ThcD, heau'D, dilTolue without delay j 

Sunne, Ihew t^yfacc no more, , 
Amyntai loue i* lod for ay, 

And woe is me tberefbre. 






Well might I, if I had been 

Forefeene what now I fiade 
But too much loue did fill mi 

Aad made my iudgement b 
But ah, ala> ! th'effeifl doth proue 

Thy drift» were but deceit. 
For true and TpdilTembled love 

Will neuer turoe to hate. 



All thy behauioura were (God knowet) 

Too fniooth and too difcreet : 
Like fugar which impoyfoned growes, 

Sufped becaufe iti fweet ; 
Thine oaths and vowes did promire more 

Then well thou couldft performe. 
Much like a calmc that comes before 

An unexpeflcd ftorme. 



S3 
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God knowes, it would not gileue me-niuch 

For to be kill'd fat thee j 
Bat oh ! coo ncere it Uoih nAc touch, 

That thou fhouldfl murder mee i 
God koowca, I care not for the paine 

Can come for IoUc of breath ; 
Ti* thy TnkindDelTe, cruel fwaioe. 

That grieuet me to the death, 

AmyntS!, tell tne, if thou may. 

If any fault of mine 
Hath giueo thee caufe thus to betray 

Mine heart* delight and thiue? 
Nu, no, alas ! it could not be. 

My loue to thee was fucb, 
UnlefTe that if I rrged thee, 

Jo louiog thcc too much, 

£ut ah, alaa ! what doe I gains, 

By tbefc my fond complaints i 
My dolour doublet thy difdaine, 

My grieR: thy ioy augmeuti : 
Alibougb it yield no greater good, 

It oft doth eafe my mind. 
For to rc|>roach th'ingtatitude 

Of bim who U unkind. 
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Wiih that her hand, cold, v»b, and pale, 

Upon her breft fhe liyes. 
And feeing that her breath did faile, 

She fighes, and then Ihe fayes, 
*' Aminiai 1" and with that, poor mayd, 

She figh'd againe full fore, 
That after that Die neuer fayd, 

Nor figh'd nor breath'd no mor^ 
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XXVI. 

BLEW-CAP FOR MEj 



A Scottilh U<re her reroluie chuGng, 

Shee'l have bonny Blew-cap, aU otber refufiag. 



Part the Flrft. 

COME hither the merri'ft of all the Nine, 
Come fit thee down by me and let ?s be iolly. 
And In a full cup of Apollo's wuie 

Wee'll drowne our old enemy mad melancholy ; 
Which when wee hauc done, 

Wee'il beiweene vs dcuife 
A dainty new ditty 

With art to comprife ; 
And of thia new ditty 

The matter (hall be ;* 
Gif ever I hare a man, 

Blew-cap for mc. 
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There liuei a blitbe laffe in FauketanJ towoe. 

And fhee had fome fuJlorg, I wot not how many; 
But ber refDliition (he had fct downe, 

That ftec'd haue a Blew-cap, gif ere (he had any." 
An £ngliih man. 

When our good king was there. 
Came often unto her, 

And loued her deare : 
But flin Ihe replide, " Sir, 

" I pray let me be s 
" Gif ever I hauc a man, 

" Blew-cap for me." 



A Welch man that I^d a long fWord by her Cde, 

Red pritchee, red tu^let, red coat, and red peard. 
Wag make a great (hew with a great deal of pride, 

And tell her Arangc talc that the like was nere hnid t 
Was reckon her pedigree, , - 

ho:tg before Prute, 
No body was by her 

That can ber confute ; 
But (till (he replide, " Sir, 

" I pray let me be j 
" Gif ever I have a man, 

" Blew-cap for me." 



DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic 



2ti6 OLD BALLADS. 



A FrcDcb-fflOD, that lai^f wat booted and Tpurd, 

Long lock'c wiih ■ ribbon, long pointi and breeche), 
Hee'i ready to kifls her >t eueiy word, 

And for funher czercife hit fingeri iccha : 
•' You be pritty wencb, 

'* Mitrii, par ma fay ; 
*' Begar me doc loue yoU| 

" Then be not you <oy : 
But flill Ac repltde, " Sir, 

•* I pray let me he ; 
" Gif ever I haTC a man, 

*' filcfr-cap for me." 



An IrSlh man, with a long (keane In hii hore. 

Did think to obtain her it wai no' greni matter^ 
Up flayrei to her cbatuher fo lightly he goes. 

That Ae ne're heard him untill he came at her : 
Quoth he, " I doe loue you, 

*' By fate and by trote, 
*■ And if you will haue me, 

*' Experience Ihall Qiote :" 
But ilill fiiee replide, ■< Sir. 

•' I pray let me be; 
** Gif crer I bare a man, 

*' BleW'Capfor me." 
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i 



fart the Second. 



A DAINTY rpruce Spaoiard, wiih liaite bUck u 
jett, 

LoDg do^ with round cape, a long lapier and ponyard, 
He told her, if that flic could Scotland forger, 

Hee'd {hew her the wine* ai they grow in the viaeyard* 
*• If thou wilt abandon 

" This country fo void, 
" I'le (hew thee f lire Spaiae, 

" And much Indian gold. 
But Aill fhe replidc, " Sir, 



' I pray let me be j 

* Gif ever I ha»e a man, 

f £lue>cap for me." 



A haughty 
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A bmgtity high Germsn-of Hamborough towne, 

A proper tall galhnc with mlghiy muClachoes : 
He weepes if ibe lalTe upon him dix but frowoe, 

YcE bee's a great feacer that comes to ore-match ra. 
But yet all his fine fencing 

Could not get tbe lafle ; 
Sbe deny'd hiro To oft, 

That he wearyed was : 
For ftill fhe replide, " Sir, 

" 1 pray let me be ; 
" Gif ever I bare a matif 

" Blew-cap for me," 



A Netberland mariner there Cinie by cbioce, 

Whofe cheeltes did referable two roalling pomwateri j 
To thi* cany laiTe he his futc did aduance. 

Add as taughi by nature he caiioingly flattert: 
•' Jack will make thee," faid be, 

" Sole lady o'lh' fca; 
" ^th Spaniards and Engliihmca 

" Shall thee obey :*' 
But ftillfhe replide, " Sir, 
- *' I pray let me be; 
f> Gif ever I hare a maoi 

«' Blew-cap for mec." 
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Tfaefe fundrji Tutori of reuerall lands, 

Did daily fulicite chit laffe for her fauour. 
And cuery one of them alike rndcrfljods, 

Tha[ to uin the prize thej' in laia did endeauouf; 
For (he had refolued 

(As I before faid) 
To haue boony Bleiv-cap, 

Or elfe dee a maid, 
■ Unto su her fuppiiarirB 

Still teplydeftie, 
" Gifeverl have a man, 

" Blew-cap for niee." 



At laft came a ScottiOi mati (witli a bleiv cap). 

And he WU the party for whom fhe had tarry*d,. 
To get this blithe bonny lafTe 'twas hta gudefaap. 

They gangM to the kitk and were prcfently marry'd ; 
I ken not weel nhether 

It were lord or leard, 
They caude him fome (ike 

A like name as I heard. 
To chufe him from all 

She did gUdly affree. 
And fiill Ihe ery'd Blew-cap, 

Th' art welcome to ttiee. 



XXVII. SELDOME 
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XXVII, 

SELDOME COMES THE BETTER: 

An admoDition to all roRi of people, at hulbaDiIi, mnei* 
R»l!en, and feruant*, &c. to auoid mutabilit/, and (* 
fix their mindi on what tbe^^ pofeffe. 

In two Part*. 
Fart (he Tu&. 

YOU men that are well wtued. 
And yet doe tail on f«e« 
As though you were depriued 

Thereby of happy Aate ; 
Leame well to be conteated 

With a good wife, if you gel her. 
For often when the old wife's dead^ 
Seldome come* the better. 
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I once had a wife, 

would to God fiie had Vmed 1 
For (vhile the Lord lent me her life, 

lodiffcreDt well I thiiued ; 
Yet caufe thai the would chide at me, 

1 niOit that death would fet her; 
But fioce I haue ^t a worfe thao Oiee^ 

For feldome comes the belter. 

She would tell me for mj good. 

That I muft leaue my vice. 
But I not righily underHood 

Her counfell of high price : 
Full glad nai I when fhe was dead. 

So much at nought I fet her ; 
But fince I haue got a worfe in her fiead, 

For feldome comes the better. 

I now haue one that'i not coateat 

With any thing I doe ; 
The other* tongue did me torment. 

This fcolds and bcitei me too. 
I thought when I was rid of one. 

That Fortune was ■ny debtor ; 
But now 1 fee, when one wife's gone. 

That feldome comci the beuer. 
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That wife would only me reptwtus 

For nafliag of my Rare ; 
But thi<, as well at I, doth loue 

The good als-pot, and more: 
She'll fit at the akhoufe all the day, 

Aod :f the houfe will let her, 
She'll run on the fcore, and I mull pay ; 

Thui feldome comes the better. 

The other was a hufwife good, 

When fhe a penny (pent. 
It went from her like dropt of bloud, 

Toih' alehoufe fhe ne're went, 
Unleffc it were to fetch home me. 

For which at nought I fet her j 
But this wife is quite contrary. 

For feldome comes a better. 

And if I doe rebuke her, aa 

A bufband ought and will. 
She'll call me rogue and rafcall bafe. 

Her tongue will ne're lye ftill j 
Nay, much adoe I haue to fhun 

Her blowes, if much I fret her : 
The other quickly would haTC done ; 

Thus feldome comes tbe better. 
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The Second Parr. 



W H E N I coDfider well of Ms, 

It fore doib vexe my minde { 
O then I tbinke what tii to mlflfe 

A wife tbat'i true and kinde. 
There's many men like me that haue 

Good wines, yet wifh for neater^ 
And f-Mae would feod ihe old loth' graufff 

In hope they fliall haue better. 

Sut that doth ieldome come to faffe^ 

Though many hope it will: 
Therefore lei him that has a good lalTej 

Defire to keepe her Aill: 
Nay, though fhe bath fome fmall defeat 

To chide mbeii he doih fret her, 
Yet let him not her loue ncgleA, 

For feldome cornea the better. 
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Some ih'inVe thdt were tbelr old wluei ie»A, 

Sgch arc their fickle miodei, 
They IhouW gel richer in their fieade. 

But few or none that findei 
Their expeftatioD anfwered. 

Suppofc the portlon'a greater. 
Yet he may fay as t hoTc fed. 

That fcldome cornea the better, 

That'« many lada and lalTes youog. 

That in good feruice light. 
And yet they thinke that they haue wrong 

To ferue their time out quite: 
They loue to Ihift from place to place, 

Tolh* little from the greater. 
Till at laft they fay, in wofutl cafe. 

Faith, fcldome comes the better. 

(^hange of pafiure makes fat caluei, 

This is a prouerb vs'd. 
Which fore another like it faluc!, 

Aad helpes the firil abui'd, 
A [oling flooe ne're gathers mofle : 

So hee thai'is a flitter 
From houfe to houfe, fliall find with loft. 

That feldome comet the better. 
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Likeffife fome men and women botbj 

When they baue feruants true, 
To keepe them ouer-long th' are toth^ 

But fiill they wilh for nenr : 
And hiuiog put the old away. 

They take fame farre Tofitier, 
Which being tride, at lafi tbey (aft 

Faith, feldome come* the better. 

And he that hath a perfed firicnd. 

Let him retaine his loue, 
Left loling th' old, the new ith' end. 

A feigned friend doe proue : 
And fo it happens many times,' 

A> fome can tell that yet are 
AUue, and doe lament their crimei^ 

With feldome comes the better. 

Therefore let all, both men and wiue}, 

Seruants and maftera all, 
Thinkeon this prouerbe all their liuesi 

The vfe on't is not fmall ; 
If you are well, yourfelues fb fceepe. 

And Ariue not to be greater; 
Be furc to looke before you leapc. 

For feldome comes the better. 
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xxvm. 

The LOVER'i LAMENTABLE TRAGEDY. 

TENDER bearti of London city, 
Now be moT'd wiih grief and pity. 
Since by Iotc I am undone : 
Now I langgifh in my auguifli, 
Too, too foon my heart was woo. 

By him I am flrangely flighted. 
In whom I To long delighted, 

He unkindly Ihewi difdain t 
And my grief if pad relief: 

Alat \ my heart will break with pain; 

Damon, you my paflion knew well. 
How then could you be fo cruel, 

Firft my heart to fer on lire, 
Then to leave me, and deceive me. 

When I've granted your dcfire. 
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Come and fee me as I'm lying, 
BleediDg for your Take and dying ; 

Yet my ghofi fhall trouble you j 
When I depart wiih broketi heart, 

TfaeQalt your comfort bid adieu. 

Thou Ihatt never be contented,' 
But by night and day tormented. 

Since thou wert fb falfe to me : 
Celia, dying, thus lay crying, 

1 will be a plague to ibee* 

Dowti her cheeks the tears did trickle. 
Blaming Damon, too, too fickle. 

Till her tender heart wai broke ; 
Difcontented, thus flie fainted. 

Yielding to death'i fatal Uroke. 

, When tbit news wat to him carried. 
All hit joya were fpoil'd and marred. 

And hii heart was filt'd with pain i 
Slitt exprelling, what a blefling 

He had loft by his dlfdain. 
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XXIX. 
FAIR SUSAN of SOHERSETSHIKE: 



Tbe wronged Lady'i Lameotanoo and uniimely Deallf. 



S'l 



^IR William, b knight of fix thouraud a ^Cir, 
' He courted fair Sufan of Somerfeifliire, 
The beautifull'A creature that ever vm (eca, 
A lady by birih, though her fortune wai mean ; 
V^hat paffcd between them I'll tell you in brieF, 
Who hear it nuf figh nith a hcut full of grief. 
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To her he pretended the greatefl of love. 

And held her in hand for three monthe and abore> 

Inviiiite her ot'ien to feafl at hia hall ; 

At length he to wanton embracer would fall. 

Which when (he perceiv'd, (he Gghing wouU &y, 

" Don't min an innocent lady I pray." 



" O talk not of ruin, thou joy of my heart, 

*' So long as we liTe, love, we never will pwt, , 

■* So Cure ai I give thee this amorous kifi ; 

*' Then let me arrive to the rapture of blifs : 

" If ever I'm falfe or difloyal to thee, 

*' May God's divine vengeance then fall upon me !** 

The innocent lady, then (truclt with furprize, 
Befought him with forrowful tears in her eyea, 
That he would not tempt her to any fuch thing. 
The which without queftioa her ruin would bring ; 
Yet fiill with new arguments her he aflail'd, 
Tho'long the reClted, at length heprevail'd. 

He having obtained hia earoeft requeft. 

She proved with child; then with forrows oppreft* 

He left her whom once he did fcem to adore. 

And all hia ralh vows he regarded no more. 

Mo creature fo falfe and deceitful as he. 

That fwears to be true, and yet perjur'd will be, 

T4 T 
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The innocent lady, with forrowa oppreft, 

With tears in ber ejea, aad with fob* from her breaK, 

She ciy'd, " There's no (onow, no forrofr like mice; 

»" Oh why had lir William (o bafc a deCgn ! 

*' Befurc i confented, O thai I had dy"d ! 

** I'm ruio'd, I'm ruin'd, I'm rilin'd," Ihe cry'd. 

" Againll you, fir William, 1 needs mud exclaim, 

»' You courted for lo»f , and have cloaib'd me with Ihame, 

<' A forrow which I am unable to bear ; 

<' My honour ii gone, I will did in defpair, 

<< And haUDi you by night with my wandVing ghofi, 

'* Tbat you may not have any reafuo to boifl, 

•' You fliall have no pleafure, but conftaotly find 

'' The crie» of your confcience, the trouble of mind, 

*' Both fleeping and waking, whcre-ever you go, 

'' For feeking my ruin and fad overthrow, 

** And breaking the vows that you folemnly made 

*' Before you my innocent virtuct beiray'd," 

Reiii'd from fiiends, her clofe chamber (he kept, 
Where for her mist'ortune flic bitterly wept. 
And finding her folly flie no ways could hide. 
With grief fhc mlfcarry'd, in forrow Ihe dy'd; 
Whofe wand'ring ghoft then did often affright 
Ifer falfe-hearied Ipver, and treacherous l^nightt 
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EometimcB to hia cbamber at midaiglit die cam^ 

The room bciag fillM with a fiery flamej 

Her trembling ghoft Dear the curtaiot would Aasd, 

With eiibcr a dagger or fword in her hand. 

As if fbe nould Aab her falfe knight where he Uft 

And then with a Ihriek Ihe would ranifh awaf. 

But once above all a Orange groaning he heard. 
And ftrait with > child in her arm) fhe appcar*d. 
Which then on his bed Aie la^ clofe on his lide t 
It frighted him fo, that he ficken'd and d;'d 
Within a week after the fame he beheld : 
To all that lie told it, with wonder were fiU'd. 

Now ai in a frightful condition be lay, 

To all hit dear friends he wa« pleafcd to fay ; 

*■ I wronged a Udy, I needs muft confefg, 

" And broufiht her to forrow, lo Ihame, and dinreft, 

■' And now fince the glafs of my life is near rnn, 

<' I'm going to anfwcr for what I have done. 

" I was falfe to my lore, and my oath I have broke, 

'< And death he flandi ready with one faul Aroks 

" To fend me away, but I cannot tell nherej 

•< I have done amlfs and muft die in defpair. 

t' Let me be a warning to all that fhall hear 

;• Of my death, for being fo falfe "to my dear." 
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TIME'S ALTERATIOK, 



WHEN thii old cap was new, 
'Tis fince t»o liuadred year, 
No malice then we knew, 

Bur all things.pl tnty were : 
All faendOiip now decays, 
(Believe me, ihi» is true) 
yiKicb was Dot in thole djyi, 
When thii old cap wat new, 
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The nobles of our land 

Were much delighted tlun. 
To haTe at their command 

A creiv of lufty met). 
Which by their coats were knowa 

Of tawny, ted, or blue. 
With creftt oa th^ fleevet Ihown^ 

When this old cap wu new. 

Nov pride hath banijh'd all. 

Unto our land's reproach, 
When he whofe means !■ fmallf 

Maintaini both horfe and coftcb : 
Inflead of an huadrcd raen. 

The coach allons but two; 
This was not thought on then. 

When this old cap was new. 

pood hofpitalitjr 

Wag cherilh'd then of many i 
Now poor men ftarre and die. 

And are not help'dbyajijri 
for cbariiy naxeth cold, 

And lore ft found in fetr; 
This was not in ^mt of old. 

When this old cap was new. 
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Where ever you traTclIM then, 

You might meet on the way 
Brave knighti Had gentlemen. 

Clad in their couatry gray, 
That courtcaui would appear, 

And kindlj welcome you ; 
No puritact then were, 

When ihii old cap wa« neir. 

Ourladiei in tbore dayi 

In civil habit vent ; 
Broad-cloth wat then worth priifei 

And gave the bed cooient ; 
French fsfhioni then were fcora'il. 

Fond fanglcs ibeti none knew } 
Then modelty women adom'd, 

When thia old cap wat ncffi 

A man might then behold, 

At Chriflmai, in each hall. 
Good firei to curb the cold, 

And meat for great and fmall : 
The neighbouri were friendly bidden. 

And all had welcome trne, 
The poor from the ga-ei were not chiddeii« 

When thii olil cap was new. 
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Block Jocki to every man 

Were fill'd with wine aad beef j 
No pewter pot nor can 

In thofc dayt did appear : 
Good cbecr in a nobleman'g houTe 

Wat counted a feemly fhew ; 
We waa»d no.brawn nor Toufe, 

When thii old cap wai new. 

We took Dot fuch delight 

In cups of fiWer line t 
Noae under the dr^ree of a koigbt 

In plate drunk bt^er or rf'inei 
Now each niechaDical man 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a fhev t 
Which was a rare thing then. 

When thii old cap wai new. 

Then bribery wae unborn. 

No fimony tota did ufe 1 
Chriftiang did ufury fcorn, 

Deris'd among the Jewt. 
The iawyeri to be tcc'd 

At that time hardly knew; 
For man with man agreed. 

When this old cap was otw. 
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No capuin tben carom'i), 

Nor fpent poor faldicr's pay^ 
^Thejr ncre not fo abui'd. 

As they are ai tb'ii day : 
Of feven dayi they maks eiglitt 

To keep from tbem their due; 
Poor foldteri had their rightf 

When tlus old cap was «w. 

Which made them forward fiill 

To go, although not prefl ; 
Aud going with good will. 

Their fonuoei were the beft. . 
Our Englilh then in light 

Did foreigD (oca fubdue, 
And forc'd them all to flight, 

When thia old cap wbi netr. 

God fave our gricioui Icing, . 

And fend him long to lire's 
iKird, roiCchief ou them bring. 

That will not their almi give. 
But feek to rob the poor 

Of that which ii their due: 
This was not in time of yore. 

When tbii old cap WM WW. 
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The MERCHANT'. SON ud BEGGAR-WENCH 
of HULL. 

YOUNG gallants all, I pray draw near. 
And you this pleafanc jeft Ihall hear* 
How. a poor b«ggar-wench of Hull 
A mcrcbant'i fon of York did gull. 

One rBornlng on a certain day, ^ 

He cloath'd himrelf in rich array. 
And took with faim, ai it ii told. 
The fum of fiity paunds in gold. 

So mouDting on a prancing Seed, 
He towards Hull did ride with fpeed. 
Where, in his way, he chanc'd to fee 
A beggar-wench of bafc degree. 
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Sbe alked him for roroe relief, 
And faid, with fecming tcari of grie^ 
Thai She had neither houfe nor home. 
Bat for her living wat forc'd to roam. 

He fcemed to laiuent her care. 
And faid, " Thou hafl a pretty face, 
*' And if ihou'lt lodge with me," he cry'd, 
" With gold thou (halt be raiigfy'd." 

Her (ilence feem'd to give confent. 
So to a little houfe thej went : 
The laadlotd laugb'd to fee him kift 
The beggar-weoch and ragged mift. 

He ncedt mould bSTC a fupper drelt. 
And call'd for liquor of the bed, 
And there they took off bumpers free, 
The jovial beggar-wench and he: 

A dofe Ibe gave bim at 'ti> thougttt. 
Which by the landlady waa bought; 
For all ihe night he lay in bed. 
Secure as if he had been dead. 

Then did fhe put on all hit cloaiha, 
Hii coat, his breeches, and his hofe, 
Hii bat and periwig lilcewife. 
And fciz'd upon ibc golden ptizca 
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Her ptalf petticoat and gown. 
In which Ae rambled up and down. 
She left the njerchani'i Ton in lieu. 
Her bag of bread and bacon too. 

Down Skin like toy fpRck Die goei. 
Ten guineas to the hoA Ihe thiaws. 
At which he fmil'd, Ihc went her waf, 
And ne'er was heard of from that dajr. 

When be had took his loog rcpofe. 
He look'd aboDt and mifs'd hii cloa'tht. 
And faw her ragi left in the room. 
How he did Aorm, and fret and fume ! 

Yet wanting cloaiht and friends in tonn^ 
Her ragged petticoat and gown. 
He did put on, and mounting flrait. 
Bemoaned hii unhappy fate. 

You would have laugh'd to fee tbe dreb 
Which he wat in ; jrct, nc'erthelefi. 
He homewards rid, and often fwora 
He'd tiercr kifi a beggar more. 
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AURA and ALEXIS. 

FAR diflant from tbe b\iiy train 
A beauteous pair rcGde; 
The fairell nymph on alt the pliioi 
Aad he the Shepherd'i pride. 

On Aura bloomitig health beftom 

Charmi unimproy'd by art j 
Her cheek like modeft rofei glovi^ 

To capiirate the heart. 

The lilie*, ia her borom plac'd. 

Forget their natire bed i 
And fnow-drops, by ihu bofom grac'd* 

A new-born fveetnefi Ihed. 

Alexis, oft ID foft-tunM layi, 

Hii Aura'i beauties Gngt ; 
The neighbVing foreft with her praiCi 

I9 anfwViDg ccboci ringi. 
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At noon, bellde the gurgling flrcam, 

She hears hU arilefs Mie ; 
Or liflens to his love-fjck theme, 

In fome fequellerM vale. 

Thui bleft, and bleffing each, they dwelt, 

With virtuous paflion burn'd ; 
And, with an heart- felt rapture, felt 

That virtuous flame reiura'd. 

Bur, ah ! how fleeting are our joys, 

How fubjefl to decay ! 
Corroded by unfeen alloys, 

They trauJient paf» away. 

Near Aura's cot a maniion flood. 

And reai'd its lofry head 
Amidfl the cloud-at^Iiiag wood. 

Which far itt branches Ipread. 

Alonzo, of a noble race, 

PoflersM this {lately pile t 
A youth adorn'd with every grac* 

That might the heart beguile- 
As palling by one day by chance. 

Where lovely Aura flray'd, 
He view'dher various charms alkaucCi 

And all faer form furvey'd, 

Ua H« 
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He viewM bet lip>, of rubies made. 

Her g\oSj nui-brown bair, 
Whofe riDgleii caft a pleatiDg (hade, 

And made bcr occk more fair. 

The frigbted maid, in dread furprife. 

With faulc'ting fooiKeps flew. 
And turniDg back her fparkling eyet, 

" From wbence," flie cry'd, " are you ?" 

The youth with extacy addrefa'd 

The uueiperienc'd maid: 
" Return, return, thou heai'ii-bDrn guel), 

*' Nor be ofaugbi afraid, 

" Let no Tain donbls thy tboughii moleft, 
" Thou more than mortal fair; 

" Be luU'd ihy miud to tranquil reft, 
" And banijb'd every care. 

** Behold thy Tuppliant lover faint 

" Emreaia thee not tu fl. ; 
" Oh, deign to hear his tender plaint, 

*' Or bid bim infiant die. 

" But Nature never form'd that frame 

" On purpofe to deitroy ; 
*' Then lf( me from tby pity claim 

'* A d ftant hope of joy." 
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In am'rous ftraini he told, with flghs. 

The flame his bofora felt, 
And pearly tean bedc>\M his eyet. 

The lovely maid to melt. 

With elegance hit language flow'd. 

Id pleaQog accenia drefb'd, 
And while her face with bluDies glow'd. 

Her willing hand he prefa'd. 

Her half averted cheeic be kifsM, 

And Tow'd hi* lore fincere ; 
Nor could her feeling heart refift 

The tribute of a tear. 

Awhile her wavVing mind's rcfoWd j 

Awhile (he doubts again ; 
Now thinks how well Alexis lov'd, 

Then deems his loving vain. 

At length the bids a lafl farewel 

To fwains and rur.il life, 
ForGikes her peaceful, humble cell. 

And is Alonzo's wife. 

In fcenes of joy her time |he fpsnds. 

With mirth her hours glide, 
And chearfiil gaiety attends 

This more than bappy bride. 

V i 
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Her diyt 'midll fori delights fhe pail. 

In pleafurc't myAic tound, 
Each night more happy than the laft, 

With frefii cDJoymeati crowa'd. 

Sut fooa the 6ckle yoilth was cla^'d 

Wiih evco Aura's charms ; 
He fan, admir'd, and eojoy'd. 

Then ftied — left her arn«. 

Say, who can paint the various pains 

Which Aara'f bofom rent. 
Or who recount her piteous firaias. 

And not ber fate lament ! 

*Twas now the found her native cot 

Could more content bellow. 
Than thole in ao exilteU lot, 

Amiilit their gTeatnefs, know, 

'Twas now Oie thought on thore blcA ^*y't 

Devoid of gU'h or fear. 
When Ihe her faithful (hepherd'j lays 

With rapture us'd to hear, 

" Alas ! forfaten at thou art," 

The haplefs mourner cry'd, 
" Jullly thy bofom feeU the fmart 

'5 Of Cot^uetry and pride. 
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" Ah, why did flatt'ry'i fyren Toicc 

" So foon eochaDt my «ar? 
" Or why was glUt'riiig ftatc nfy choice* 

" Befei with ihornt of care i 

•* Say, iojur'd youth^Alexis lay— 

" Hare not ihe goda aba*c 
' Erpoui'd thy caufc with rigid fnray, 

" And punilb'd fiiiihlers Iotc i 

' But ceafe, my heart, upbraidiag's Tata, 

" Nor fill with tears my eye, 
" No iDore witli fruiilefa words complaiOf 

" But leach me bow to die. 

* And if departed foulj attend 

" The aitioni of mankind, 
" Ah, may T be the guardian friend 

" Of "him 1 leave behind 1 

'* Oh, may I ever whifper peace 

" To dear Alexis' mind. 
'' And may he foon his jqji inercafe 

" Witt one more juft and kind !" 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. A Frigmcat. 
Bj Mr. Ptnrvji. 



So 6gh*d Horatio, on a tomb reclin'd, 
Beneath a mouldViog chapel't ivy'd wall : 

His tuio'd hope o'ergloom'd hit fickly mind,r 
And bade the head to droop— the tear to fiill. 

Horatio, to wbofc lot was not deny'd 
Keen fenfibility, with all ber wbei : 

By many a painful teft hii heart was try 'd ; 
Hii was the tboin, while others won the rofe. 

Yet why fliould thorns his honeCt brcaft invade. 
Since all the charities were fondled there i 

Why Ihoiild thy fear, benevolence, be made 
Tbc haunt of haplefs grief, and pining care ? 
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Fill'd with an ample foul, that would adom 
Fair indepea deuce, be began bii day : 

Full maay a promiTe fmil'd upon hit morn t 
Morn chang'd to eve,— each promife dy'd awajr. 

He urifh'd,— nor can you call bii wifhei bold ; 

He hop'd, — for fure hit fiicnds were not a few- 
He hop'd,— for many a flaltering tale wa> loU, 

And the fafe harbour pointed to hii liew. 

The foft delufion play'd before hit 6ghc 
Juft to miflead ;— for (ban, alai ! he found 

Hit dawn of ]oy o'ercaft with fuJden night, 
Hit atr-built viGon toticiM to the grouad. 



XXXIV. Tht 
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The JUSTICB: a CaoWt; 

B^ Mr. Ptnro/e, 

«ECITATI*E. 

COMPOS'Cf, the jufticc fit io eafy flate ; 
A croud iifli:mbling ihundfr'i} at the g|te: 
The porter, to his pail accuftom'd long, 
Firft afk'd ih'; caufe, then in'roduc'd the throng: 
'Midft thtfe, a fire, enrag'd, (wo culpritt brought. 
Her fwelliog «aill proclaiin'ii ihe AzmitW fault i 
The fouog (educer look'd abufh'd and pale, 
While thus ihc father urg'd hia angry talc : 



See that wretch, bafe ends puriuing. 
Low hat brought my child to Ihame— 

tke in her my honour's ruin. 
Death of honour, death of fame 1 
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Well ro match her ripening beautf 
Ofi I've Form'il tbe fondeft fchemea; 

But ibii fall, ihig breach of duty, 
Turni my hopci to idle dreamt.— 

Curfe the traitor's late repcBting— 
Vengeance* veDgeance I defliaiid--< 

War recruitt it e»er waDting— 
Let him die on foreign land. 

RXCITATtTB. 

He piius'd— for rage hi* fault'ring voice oppreS— 
The magiftraie the irembling youth addieft, 
DifpeU'd his terrors with a rifing fmilc-~ 
And thui the youth begiin in artlefs Aile i 



If the laws I htve offended. 
Here for pardon let me fue ; 

'Tivaa a crime 1 ne'er intended, 
Lovc'a the only crime I knew. 

Lore I plead, (be this prevailing,) 
Love in early ynmh begun; — 

We bad never known this tailing, 
Had yon tyrant made u) one. 
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Od oar koeei we oft have pray'd him, 
Oft have ovrn'i out mmual flame ; 

Wretched therefore if we've made him. 
On himfelf muf) reH the blame. 



He (poke, and od hit partner luro'd hii eye. 
Who deep caciimfoii'd made ibi> Ibort reply : 



Gracious fir, this bitbful jouth 
Well has fpoke ihe voice of [ruih > 
Kind diCpenfer of the lawa. 
Shew compjffion to our caule— 
Hear me on my bended knee — 
Spare bis life, abd pity me. 

KECITATIVE. 

The judge not long in ufeleft fileoce fate. 

But inftknt rofe, and thus aanouuc'd their fate : 



Relentlefa parent, fince to me 
Is now referr'd the lafl decree, 
Mark and obferve my jull command !— 
I doom him noi to foreign land. 
But to a fcntence mild and kiod— 
Be both at Hymen's altar join'd ; 
And may their pallion nc'<.r decay. 
Till ebbing life fball fink away ! 
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KECITATITE, 

The Uft'ning crou<] ihe fair award ipprov'd ; 
The yomh ihey fivour'd, and ihc maid they lot'd. 
While thanks and praifet did tbeir tonguei cmplo/* 
They thui io chorus leHified their joy: 

c H o E V s. 
Happy pair,who thue have ibuad 

Frieodfliip when you feiii'd a foe 1 
While the year revoWe* around. 

May your blifg rCTolTiog flow ! 

PxrcDM, to your children's pleafure 

Be your clofe attention paid ; 
Nor for title*, pomp, or treafure. 

Cut the knot that love has made. 

And to thee, thou jndg^ of peace. 

Our beft gratitude it due; 
May each couple love liLe thefe— 

May Mch juftice a£i like y^ou ! 



COLIH 
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COLIN aud LUCr, 



Sy Mr. Rehrl Lloyil, 



'' TTA R K, hark, 'ui a Toice from the toMbl 

Xa Come, Lucy, it criea come away; 
* The grare of thy Colm.hat room 

*< To reft ihee befide hit cold clay. 
' I come, my dear {hepherd, I coine« 

<' Ye friendi and companiooi adieu I 
" I hafle to my Colin's dark home, 

V To die on bit bofom fo true." 
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All mournful the midnl^t bell fwgt 

When Lucjr, lad Lucy arofe t 
And fortb to ihe green turf (he fpruag^ 

Where Colin's pale aflie* wpofc. 
All wet with ihe niglu's cliilUog dew, 

Her bofom embrac'd the cofJ ground. 
While ftormy wind* over her bleic. 

And night>raTen« cioak'd all aroiiiuL 

*' How long, my lov'd CoUB,''lheCTy'd, 
" How long mufl thy Lucy compUiD i 

" How long (hal! the grave my love bide t 
• " How long ere it join ui again I 

*' Fot thee thy fond Oiepherdeft liv'd, 

*' Wilh thee o'er the world would flie fly | ' 

" For thee ha» Ac forrow*d and grie?*d, 
" For thee wou'd Qx tie dowaaad die. 

*' A\i& ! what avail* it how dear 

" Thy Lucy w» once to her JivaiB! 
" Hcf face like the lily fo fair, 

" And eyet that gave light to the plain. 
^ The fbepherd that lov'd her it gone ; 

" That face and thofe eyes charm ncKRVorBf 
" And Lucy, forgot, and alone, 

" To death fbali her Colin deplore." 
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While tbui fhe Uj funk in defpair, 

And moura'd to the echoei aroutul, 
InXam'd all at once grew the air. 

And thunder Ibogk dreadful the ground, 
" I hear the kind call, and obey, 

" Oh, Colin, receire me !" (he cried; 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay. 

She bung on hii tomb-Aone, and died. 



xxxvr. 

HENRY and SOPHY. 

HENRY and fortune now are frientU, 
Hia many forrow* all are pafl j 
Fortune, to make him full amends. 
Gins to hit wiOting armi « U& 
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The long-lov'd Sophy j faireft maid 
That ever cfiuaM or felt love't Cmut i 

Id her moft richly were difptay'd 
The loTtlieft form and trueft heart. 

Long had their frieodf, with Touls feverCt 

Oppos'd the lovers happy faie ; 
Butchang'd, they fmiling noiv appear, 

And with them at the altar wait. 

Deep In the maideti's rofeate bloom 
GricPe canker-worm had wafteful fed | 

To fnatch his Sophy from ber tomb, 
InviteJ, loTC'loru Henry fped. 

The hoty prieCt pronounc'd qloud 
The Gordian wottder-workitig fpell ( 

While Love and Hymen both avow'd, 

*' Shrin'd in their breaftt, they'd ever dwell." 

*' And art thou mine," the bridegroom cryM, 
" With alt thy wond'roua truth and chaima i" 

She /mil'd— the would hare fpoke — (he GgVd—. 
And llraight cxpir'd wiihln hit armi.— 

Too weak to bear joy'i ru(hing flow,' 
Her tender frame refigns her breath ; 

This moment in love's arms-^and now 
Bnfolded in the armi of death. 

Vol. IV. X 
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Id vaia, in rain you fly for aid, 

Life (hall DO more that form relume i 

The marriage- bed, ill-fated mjtid, 
For thee ordaiu'd, ii a cold tomb. 

While floodi of tears, aod piteous moan, 

A genuine rorrow teftify. 
Silent, poor Henry's feen alone) 

No tear bedewi poor Henry'ieyc. 

Homeward hit Sophy's corpfe he tendt, 

Frantic his Sophy he enfolds: 
That friendly night hit forrow end*, 

One gra*e the new-wed torers holdt.^— 

We grafp at joys within our reach ; 

We grafp, and catch a wai'ry bow; 
Leffoot like thefe Ihould mankind teach. 

True joy exifli not here belonr. 
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xxxvxr. 

AYLESBURY RACES. 

Bj Sir Jebit Mo9fe. 

Sir yalm Mocri, •wbt nuas a young gcntlemaa of accont' 
flipjed manaers, died July i6, 173d, aged 24, 

O GEORGE, IVe beeor TH teU you where, 
Buc firft prepare ypurfelf for raptures j 
To paint thii cliarming heaTcnIy fair, 

And paint her well, would alk whole chapter). 

Fine creatures I'tc Tiew'd many a' one, 

Witb loTcly Ihapes, and angel facet, ' 
But I have fecn them all out-done 

By this fwcet maid, at Aylefltury racei. 

Lords, commoners, alike Die rules. 

Takes all who *icw her by furprife, 
Makes e'en the wifeft look like ibols, 

Nay more, makes fox-hunters look wife. 
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Her (hapc — ^"lii elegance aod eare, 
Unl)>oil'd by art, or modera dref>. 

But gCDity taperiag by degreei. 
And finely, " beautifully lefi." 

Her foot— it nai fo wocdetout (mall, 
So (bin, fo round, fo llim, fo neatt 

Tbe buckle fairly hid it all. 
And feeni'd to fink it with the (reight. 

And juft above ibe fpangled Iboe* 
Where many an eye did often glance, 

Sweetly retiring from the view. 
And fecn by flealtb, and feen by chance i 

Two flender anclei peeping out. 
Stood like love'a heralds, to declare 

That all within the petticoat 
Waa firm, and full, *' and round, and fair." 

And then the dances— better far 

Than heart can think, or tongue can tell; 
Not HeincI, Bauii, or Guimar, 

E'er mov'd Co graceful, and fo well. 

So eafy glide her beauteous limbs, 

True as th^ i^cho to the found. 
She feeme, as through the dance fbe Ikimi, 

To tread on air, and fcora the ground. 
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And there is lightning in her eye. 
One glance alone might well inTpire 

The clay>cold breaft of apathy. 
Of bid the fcozen heart catch fire. 

And zephyr on her loTcly lips 

Has fpread hia choiccft, fweeteft rores. 

And there hU heavenly neflar dps. 
And there in brcaihiog fweeta repofes. 

And there's fuch mufic when (he fpeaks. 
You may believe me when I tell ye, 

J'd rather hear her, than the fqueaks 
Or far.&m'd fqualls of Gabrielli. . 

And fpatkling wit, and fteady Tenre, 
In that fair form with beauty vie, 

But ting'd with virgin diffidence, 
And the fofc blulhof moclefty. 

Had I tte treafures of the world. 
All the fun vieivs, or the feas barrow, 

(Elfe may I to the devil be hurl'd) 
I'd lay them at her feet to-morrow. 

But 9B we bards reap only bays. 

Nor much of that, though nought grog's on 
ni beat my brains to found her praife, 

And hammer them into a fonnet. 
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And if fhe deiga one charming rmile, 
The bleft reward of all my labours, 

I'Jl ne*er grudge my paios, or toil, 
But pity the dull Tquirea my DeighbouTs. 



The DEBTOR. 

Sy Sir John Monrr. 

/CHILDREN of affluence, hear a poor nui 

O hafte, and free me from thii duogeon'i gloom ; 
Let not ihe hand of comfortleft delpair 

Sink my gtey hairs with forrow to the tomb 1 

Unus'd cotnpaffion's tribute to demand, 

Wiih clamotou* din wake charity's dull ear, 

Wring the How aid from piiy's loitering hand, 
Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the ready tear. 

Far different thoughts employ'd my early hours, 
To views of blifi, to fcenes of affluence born ; 

The hand of pleafure flrewed my path with flow'rs. 
And every bleffing h^l'd my youthful morn. 
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But ah, how quick the change 1 the morniog gleam, 
That cheerM my fancy wiih her magic ray. 

Fled like the gairilh pageaiiiof a dream. 
And forrow cloiM the evening of my day. 

Such is the lot of human blifa below ; 

Fond hope awhile the irembling flow'ret reari; 
Till unforcfeen defeends the biigiit of woe, 

And wither* in an hour the pride of yean. 

In evil hour, 10 fpecious wiie« a prey, 

I trufted ;— (who from faulti is alwayi free ?) 

And the fhort progrefs of one fatal day 

Waa all the fpace 'twixi wealth and poTcny. 

Where could I feek for comfort or for aid ? 

To whom the ruins of my (late commend ? 
Left to myfelf, abandon'd and betray'd, 

Teo late I found the wietched have no friend ! 

E'en he, amid the reft, the favour'J youih, 

Whofe V0W9 had met the tendered warm return, 

Forgot his oaihe of conftancy and truth. 
And left my child in folitude to mourn. 

Pity in vain ftrctch'd forth her feeble hand 
To guard the facred wreaths by Hymen wore i 

While pale-eyed avarice, from his fordid ftand. 
Scowled o'er the ruins of negkaed love. 



X4 
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Though deeply hurt, jret, fwayed bjr decent pritle. 
She budi'd her forrow) with becoming art. 

And Aiinily fliore with fickly fmilet lo hide 
The canltcr'Worin that prey'd upon her heart. 

Nor blam'd his cruelty— Dor wiih'd to hate 

Whom once Ihe lov'd— but pitied, and fbrgaTC : 

Then unrepiniDg yielded to her ftic, 
And funk in Tileni angiiiOi to the grave. 

Children of affluence, hear a poor man't prayer I 
O hade, and free me from this dungeon's gloant | 

Let not the hand of cnrnfortlerg defpait 
Sink my grey hairt with fotrow lo the tomb. 



XXXIX. 

The EXPOSTULATION, toDelia. 
Sj LerdG, 

FO R ever, O ! metcilers fair. 
Will that cruel indifference endure? . 
Can ihofc eyes look me into dcfpair. 
And that heart be unwiUing to cure. 
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If I love, will you doom me to JtWf 

Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaA the lead pity deny 

To the wretch which your beauty has made I 

How ofi what I felt to difguife 
Hai my reafon imperioufljr ftroret 

Till my foul almolf fell from my eya, 
In the tears of the cendereA love 1 

Till render'd unable to flow. 

By the torture's escefs which 1 bore» 

That naiure funk under tlte woe, 
Or only recover'd to more. 

Then, Delia, determine my fate, 

N(/r let me to madnefs be drove t 
But, 1 do not tell me you hate, 

If you even rcfolve not to love. 



XL. 

The REPLY. 

jBy La^y Mary S. 

0\ Ccafc lo mourn, unhappy youtbi 
Or think this bofom hard: 
My tears, alas ! muft own your truth, 
And wifli it could reward. 
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Th' excefi of unabaiing woe 

Thii toriur'd bread endures. 
Too well, alai I muH make me knonr 

The paia that dwelU in yours. 

Condemn'd like you to weep in vain, 

I feek the darkcft grove. 
And Tundly beat ibe Qurpen pain 

Of never- hoping lo^e. 

My wa9ed Jayi in endlefs (Igba, 

No found of comfort heart. 
And motn but breaks on Delia'i eye4 

To wake her into teari. 

If fieep ftiould lend her friendly aid, 

In fancy I complain. 
And hear fome fad, fome wretched maid, 

Or fee fome perjut'd iwaim 

Then ceafe thy fuit, fond youth, O ceafe, 

Or blame the fates alone ; 
For how can 1 tcftore yoyr ftcace. 

Who quite have loft my own ? 
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T H O M. A S and S A L L y. 

■ Sy Dr. yobn Uaadlyj 

nungeft Son of Dr. Hoadfyi Bijbi^- •>/ Wlncbt^tr. He 
ditJ March 16, I776, aiui wifS.bm thf narat ^HaaJ^. 
hecame exiin3. 

See Biographia Dramatica, ad vol. 
Sto edit. 1783, 

FAIR Sally iov'd a bonoy feaman. 
With tears Ihe Teot him out to roam, 
Young Thomas lor'd no other woman. 
But left his heart with her at home ; 
She view'd the Tea from off the hill, 
And, aa (he torn'd her fpinning- wheel. 
Sung of her bonny TailuT. 
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The »ind grew loud, and (Jie grew paler 
To fee the weathercock turn round, 

Wheo, lo! fliefpled her bonny failor 
Come finging o'er the fallow ground j 

With nimble halle he leap'd the ftile. 

Fair Sally met him with a fmile. 
And hugg'd her bonny Tailor. 



Fafi round the waift he took his Sally, 
But firft around his mouth wip*d he j 

Like home bred (park he could noi dally. 
But prefs'd and kif.'d her wiih a glcej 

•* Through winds and waves and dartiing rain. 

Said he, thy Tom'i retum'd again 
To bring a heart for Sally.'' 



'■ Welcome! cry'd Ihe, my conftanl Thomat, 
Thoughoutof fight, ne'er out of mind j 

Though feas our hearts hare parted from UB, 
Yet Hill my thoughts were left behind j 

So much my thoughts took Tommy's part. 

That time nor ablence from my heart 
Could diive my conllant Thomas.' 
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** Thi* Itoife, the gift of lovely Sally, 
Which flill l'»e Itepi for her dear falte, 

A thoufand timrs in amorouG folly 
Her Dame haicarv'ii upon the deck: 

Again this happy pledge reiurnt, , 

To (hew how truly Thomas burni. 
How truly burns for Sally.'* 



• This thimble, tbou didft gire to Sally, 
Whene'er I fee I think on you ; 

Then why AiAuld Tom ftand Ihitly.fhally, 
When yonder fleeplc's in view i' 

Tom, never to occadon blind. 

Now took her in the coming miod. 
And went t0 church with Sally. 
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Tlie TRIUMPH of CE^ES; 



w 



HARVEST. HO MB 



HaT chearful foundi lalute our eutj 
And echo o'er ibc lawn ! 



Sehold ! the loaded car appean. 

Id joyful triumph drawn; 
. The nynphs and^fwaiD9,'a'joTial band^ 

Still (houiiag ai they come, 
Wiihi-uflicinllruineiiti in band* 

Proclaim the harvefl-hoine< 
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The golden (heaves, pil'd up on higb, 

Withia the barn are flor'd ; 
The careful hind, with fecret joy 

Exulting, views his hoard. 
His labours pafl, he touott his gaini ; 

And, freed from anxious care. 
His calks are broach'd ; the fun-burnt fwaim 

Hia rural plenty ftiare. 

In daocc and fong the nigHt is fpcnt ; 

All ply the fpicy bowl : - 
And jefts and harmlefs merriment 

Expand the artlefs foul. 
Young Colin wbifpers Rofiilind, 

Who ilill reap'd by his fide j 
And plights his troth, if (he prove kind. 

To take her for hie bride. 

For joys like thefc, through circling year(. 

Their toilfome talk they tend : 
The hind fucceffiTe labours bears. 

In profpeft of ibe end s 
In rpring, or winter, fows his feed, 

Manures or tills the foil t 
In fummer various cares faccecd ; 

But harveft crown* his toil. 



DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic 



OLD BAL-LADS* 



A PERSIAN SONG of HAFIZ. 

Sj> Sir mUiam Jmts. 

SWEET maid, if thou nrould'ft charm my fight* 
And bid ihefc armi thy neck infold { 
ThatVofjf.cheek, [hat lify haod. 
Would give thy poet more delight 
Than all Bocara's v^unied gold. 
Than all the gems of Samarcand* 

Boy, let yoD liquid ruby floWf 
Add bid ihy penfive heart be glad, 
Whate'ef the fronning zealoti fay j . 
Tell thetn, their Eden cannot (how 
A ftream fa clear as Rocnabad, 
A bower fo fwcet at Mofellay. 
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O ! when thefe fair perfidiout maldc, 
Whofe cfci our lecret haunt! iofeft, 
Their dear deftru&iTe chaTmt difplajr ; 
Each glance my tender brcaft iavadei; 
And robi my wounded foul of reft, 
As Tartars feize iheir dcQiti'd prey. 

In vain with lore our bbfoms glow t ■ ' 

Call all our tears, can all out fighi, - 

New luflre to thofe charms impart ? 

Can cheeke, where living rofes blow. 

Where nature fpreads her richeft dye», ^ 

Require the borroiy'd glofsof art i 

Speak not of fate : — ah ! change the thenu. 

And talk of odours, tallc of wine, 

Talk of the flowers thii round us bloom : 

*Tis all a cloud, 'tis all a dream ; 

To lo*e and joy thy thoughts confine, 

Kot hope to pierceihe fatred gl6om. 

Beauty has fuchrefiftlere power, 
That even the chafte Egyptian dame 
Sigh'd fur the blooming Hebrew boy ; . 
For her how fatal wai the hour. 
When to the banks of Nilus came 
A youth fo lovely and fo coy ! 

Vol. IV. Y Byt 
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But ab ! fweei mn^ mf cauofel beaf 
(Youth diould utenc) irhea tbolb advife 
Whom loDg^experiMKC neuderi fage) : 
While mufic charm* the rarifli'd ear ; 
While fparkling cup) delight our ejet. 
Be gay ; aod Icora the frowni of age. 

What cruel anfwer hare I heard I 
And yet, by heareti^ I love thee (UU : 
Can aught be cruel from thy lip t 
Yet fay, how fell that Utter irord 
From lip) which itreimi of fveeCDeTifiU, 
Which nought but drop* of honey fip i 

Go boldly forth, my fimple lay, 
Whofe accents flow with artkri cafe, 
Like orient pearli at ruidom Urung ; 
Thy notei are fwcet, the damfeli lay i , 
But O! far Tweeter, iftbeypteafe 
The Dymph for whom tbcfe luitet a» fuo^ 
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XLIV. 

SURREY TRIUMPHANT! 

Or,- The Kemilhmcn'i Defeat/ A det^ Ballad } being 

a Pirodjr on Ghery Chlce*. 

Sj y. Duacemie, M. A. 1773. 

" ^ ^ ^ ^ Vidfti) cc vi3um [cndere nummat 

" CtHiiaci fiicrt " Vug. jSn. iJl.Tirilt. 

" And twift flew the irlcket-ball orer iKe Ijwri." Anoh, 

/~^0 D prafptr lang our harrcft-work. 

Our rakei aaJ hay-carts a!!.' 
An ill-tim'd cricket- match ihtre Arf 
At Bilhoplbourn if/all. 

• " The greiteQ, modern eritiij," ftyi Mr. Addifen, (Speaitor, 
No. 70,] " hive liid it down at ■ rale, that an hEioic poem Ihould 
■' be founded upon fome important precept of molality, adapted ta 
" the cODEIiiutloii of the country In irbich the poet wrltcf |" and 
tben proceedi to ibew that the plant of the Iliad, the ^neid, ud 
Cbevf Chace, ire ■■ ill formed in thii view." In humblE imitation 
of thofe great mifteri, Che author of the (allowing parody begi leave 
to obferve, that he hii 1 farther view than merely tncing the nut' 
line of 1 moft beaiitjfiil oti^Bil, and iadilging an inabceot plea- 
(uitry, which hii R.iS truth for iti foundition j it being hi) in- 
teation to convey, at the fame time, a morit precept of no Imalt 
importance to hi) countr} neighbourf, which the reader m^ collet 
fiom Teveral of the ftanial.— All the word! printed in italica ire 
taken from Chety Chice. 
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74 bat aAd bowl with might and main) 

Two nobles tttk their ivay ; 
fht hay may rut, ihat ii anhousM, 

The batttng eftiai Jaj. 

The aSCwe. Earl ef TaBkerrille. 

Ad even bet did make, 
That IK Bouro-paddock he would caufi: 

Kcnt'i cbiefefi hands to quake ; 

To fee the Surrey cricketers 

Out-bat them and out- bowl. 
To Dorfet'i duke ihe tidings cami. 

All in Ihe park of Koowle s 

I0mfent hti Lordftiip^^nt vwrd^ 

Ht iveald prevent biifyort. 
The Surrey tarl, notfiaring tblS, 

Did to Eaft-Kent r/>r/ i 

With ten more mafters of the bat, 

jiU chofin men ef might j 
Who knewfuli •weli, in time efueed^ 

To aim or block aright. 

[From Marfli and Weald, their hay-fork* laft, 

To Bourn the ruftic) hied, 
From Romiiey, Cranbrook, Tenterden, 

And Ddtcnt's verdaat fide ; 
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Gentle and limple, 'fquirei and clerkt. 

With many a ladjr fair i 
Fam'd Thanet ", FoweH'i boaoteout bttdei 
And graceful Sondes*, wctc there.] 

The Surrey rpartfmen chofe the ground, 

The ball did /lui/J^ fly; 
On Maitdaji thty began it playi 

Before the graft wat dry j 

^ij/irnf ere fupper-time /^ did 

Near fourlcore notches gain ; 
Then hatting flept, they, in tbeir turn, 

Siopp'd, caught, and bowl'd amain. 

The lieldmen, ftation'ijl on t.he lawn. 

Well ahU to endure, 
Their loins with fnow-white fatiin veSs 

That day had guarded fure. 

Full fall the Kentilh wickpH fcUj 

While Higham faoufe and mill. 
And Barham'i uplan4 dovn, with Ihoutf 

Did male an ccbojbrilt^ 

Sir Horace f from the dicker vfen^ 

To view the leader ground j , 
^albhe, " This laft untowJtrd. ihowcr 

" Our fiumpa has almoA t^ro^a'd ; 

* Two itniible ftaeSTts, nan no tao!t I 
+ Mann, kniiht. 
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' ' If thai I tbcugbt 'twenU mU be (Jry, 

" No Imgtr vjoutd I ^\>y ■'* 
With thatt a Qtrewdj»ui^ gtaiiemam 

7hm ta the knight did/of: 

" Lo! yonder daih the fun appor, 
" And foon will ftiine forth hrtghi, 

<< The level Uwu, and flipperjr ^vuBiti 
*' ^l drying in our fight % 

<■ Not baling ey'n the w'lwr buik> 
" Fafi hj yon fleafant mead.'* 

*' Then ceafi difpuiing," Lompeyjii^, 
*' Jndtait jour hatt with /jMd: 



<' And niH.1 •miih me, my count^mtn^ 
" Let all your Jkill be (hewn j 

" For never tuai there bowler jp« 
" /« Kent or Surrey known, 

" That ever did a bale diflodge, 
" Since fitft I play'd a match, 

*' Sul I durfi wager, hand^band, 
" With him la bowl or catch," 

Young Dorfet, liie a harmt Md, 
Hit jetty hair undreft, 

'9^saforemofi of the eontpany. 
Clad in a tailk-whUe v«ft : 
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'< Shtw mi," 'he /aid, onefpot that'* dry, 

•* Where wc can fafely ran j 
" Or clfe, with ctj ttn/hu, we'll wiit 

" To-morrow's rifiog fiin.'' 

7hi man fhaijirfi did anfixtr maki 

Was ruble Taakerville ; 
jyho/aid, '* To play, I do deelart, 

" There ooly wants the will : 

*' Move but (he flumps, a fpot I'll find 

" As dry a> Farley'* • board." 
'* Our records," quoth the kaight^ " fin lM» 
*' No precedent affotd. 

" Ere thui I itiiU oul-hraved ii , 

" All hazards I'll defy : 
•< I knew tlxeiutU, an carl ihau arl, 

" Aai/t not yet am 1, 

" Bm tn^jnt, Charles, ii p!ly <mrt, 

" Andgrs^a offence, to kill 
" With coldi or fpfaMS tbefe barmiefs rrUK, 

" For they have done no ill. 

*' hit us a Cnglc wicket play, 

*' Andfit our men afiJt." 
*' Run out be bey'' reply*d the earl, 

*' iBy whlim this it deny'd." 

'- • TJw m»fttr of ths otdinm, 

1^ 
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thtnftept a gallant '/quire ferth^ 

Bartholomew tuas bit »amt, 
l^hafaid, " I -weuU ntt have it iM 

" On CXaaAaa Aawa for Jhamc', '^ . ■/.■ 

" T&ai TmkervWlc e'er pUty'd^mg, , 

' ' jind Iftood iaokiag an : 
'* lljBarf akniglii, Ijr, you an carl, 

" -^H^ /a vicar's fon.:. 

" nUolhehft, thatde I may, 
" WhiU Iha-ve po^ver to ftand ; 

" WhiU I lia^ pmotr ta witld my.\iU, 
" rH pUyuiiii bean and iaaJ.". ■ 

The Surrey bowlen ient thiir backs, 

Their aims wn-e good and true, 
An4 every ball ihat 'icaji'd the bat, 

A wicket ovenhrew. 

Tfl iri'ue ibe ball beyond the boo^tui ^i ; 

DakcDorlet had ihe bnt; . ,■ 

WooJi, ma-v'du length <Boitb miciJt^idf, . 

TAf (lumps ttjbivers/ent,, 

they XAnfuilfafi on s^eryfidt, 

Nejlack«efs there -was found ; 
And many a bail that mounted hig^. 

Ne'er lighted on the ground, 
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In trutb, iiivaiagriefufit, 

Aai I'Aewifi fir ta htar,. 
%bc criti of oddi that offer'd were, 

Aad lligbied titty where. 

^1 laft. Sir Horace took tte. field, 

A batter »f great might ; 
Mev'd like a limt, he awhile 

Put Surrey in a frigbt: 

He fwung, tiU hih Wi Arms £d aih. 

His bat ef feafon'd wood, • > 

y/Z/ifctwa hia azure, fleeves the >^(«a(; 

f^aw IrUkliag like a &{)0A. - - 

" Hedge now thy bet»,**ya»rf TankerrUie, 

" rU then report efthee, 
*'. That ibea art the mfffi prudent knight 

" That ever I did, fee" . 

Tfjea l> the tarl the knight repl/d, 1 

" U^counfel /o^yforaj 
" /with no Surrey-man 'wfV/ hedgCf 

" That ever yet wai born," 

JFith that, there came a ball m^t ite^ 

Oat <f a Surrey hand, 
He/truci it full, it mounted high. 

But, ah ! ne'er reach'd the land. 
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Sir Horace j^if no werJi hut thtfe, 

" Play tn, wy mtny mm aU\ 
" Ftr why, ny mnva^t at ii» tmJ I 

" The carl faat caught rof ball." 

Thin hf ibt band hii lordfbip t»ok 
- Thia hero of the match, 
Jttd faiJ, " Sir Horace.'y*"'*)' beta 
*< Weuld I had saxii'A mf CMcW 

*' In fooib, loff •vtry btdrl datb bltti 

" mth forrtrw for Ibj fake; 
" For fun a mtre gOod-tempcrM htigbi 
" A match Jidiuvtr make.'' 

A Tquire of irefcm Kent thtre W«j 
Wbofaiu hb friend oui-ciuigbt, 

Aadfiraigbt did *n»TO revtnp m bin 
Who this mifthaaee had wroughtt 

A templar bi, inbo. Id bit nirn, 

SooD ai (he earl did flriko. 
Ran fwlfily from hia ftopping-plKc, 

And gare him like for like. 

Full Iharp and rapid wsa the ball. 

Yet without dread or fear. 
He caught it at arm'* length, and flr^gbt 

Bcturn'd it in the air ; 



DoliiHihyGoOJ^Ic 



OLU UALLADS.- 

Wilb/aeb a vihtUmUfirct tmdaiigbl, 
' It firuck hit calloui hand, 
The Ibuod re>ccho'<l Towd the riog, 
Thraagh erery booth and il»)d. 

& (£si were hoih tbtfe heroes caught, 

Whofi rpirit «Mf MiiW douht. 
A Surrey 'fquire, •oihafaw, with grief^ 

Tie £ar/ fo quickl/ out, 

SooD at the tempUr, with bis bat, 

Madt (f a trefij/ tree, 
CaTC Aicb a ilroke, as, had it Tcap'd, 

Had furely gain'd him thTCC ; 

Agaiaft this well-iotendcd ball 

His band_/o r/^i'ix held, 
That, ere the foe could ground his bat. 

His ardour Lewis queU'd. 

thii game didlaftfiom Monday mom 

Till Wedncfday afternoon, 
^er when hell Harry • rung to prayers, 

The \Mx\ngfearee VMs deae. 

With gfi Sir Horao, ibtre laas beat 

HulTey of Alhford town, 
pavis, hr Hops and catches &m'di 

^ worthy canon's fan ; 

• At Canteibnty Mthcdtal. 
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Anditiitb the Mayi ■both Tom and Didc, 

Tmto hands ^ good accmmi, 
SimmoDs was beat, sod 'Miller too, 

H^fe bowling did /urmouHi, 

Fm- Wood of SeaIe"«^(A muji I wail, 

jfi cat ia deltful dumps, 
Ftr if be e'er fliould play again, 

It mull be oa bit /lumps *. 



* Oat of thi> poor man'] legt wli bobnj up, md'tii feired mnR 
Bodergo an ampuUtioo. At the ftma here parodied hai be*D lo- 
judidoully rubHiCuted in the later copiu of ChcTj-Chaee, pikted 
in 15141 the fenfe ai the fame cime being To bur'erqued that the 
Speaitor dared not quote It, the otigiaal Aanzi, In which <hat ab- 
furdity it a...ided, i> htre aJded from the " Old BalUd of Octer- 
burn," ptinted in the teign of Henry Vl. CDijeckei v)tth a parody, 
that the leader may bite hii'choice t 

•' For Withetington n^ heart «u wo«i ^ '1 

" Thateier he /lainOiouldbei, ., , 

*' For whea hoth his legs w t:c hewn in ttfo, " . 

" Yet he fcneel'd, and foutht on hii knee.'' 



' fuf bire-fi>o!eJ WooilinjF.fcfirt tiifli wjfj 
" Thai his leg bound up ps-.ald b^ , , 

< For if hmb tUlr^i lIiouldbtCitt'>ff, .^ 
'• Hi would kneel dsi catch anbiilaii,^' 
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Jni iviib the earl the conqViogbit 

Bartholomew did wieM, 
And flender Lewis, -wbe, though fitk, 

iFaidd never leave the field. 

White, Yxlding, Woodt, and Sievens toa. 

At Lumpey better knowti, 
Palmer for batting i»ell e/umd, 

Childs, FraacU, and 'fquire Scone. 

Of bjre» and oTcrthrows hai three 

The Kenlifh beroei gain'd. 
And Surrejr viftor, on the fcore. 

Twice ie.ftnty-five remaia'd. 

Of near three hundred notches nude 

By Surrejr, eigbt were byea ; 
The reft inere balli, which, boldly Itrucb, 

Re-echo'd to the Ikiei. 

Their bufiandi' woful cafe that night 

Did many wires bewail, 
?*.&»> labour, time, and money loft. 

But mU iwuld net prevail. 

f%eir fuD-burnt cbeehs, though haih'd in Tweaf, 

Tbef ii/t'd, and viajh'd them clean. 
And to that fatal . paddock begg'd 

They ne'er would go again, 
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9e Sevenoak tonra tH/ news wot traugbt, 

Jf^re'Datfci hw hi* feat, 
^at, on ibe NalebourD** baaki, hit grace 

Had met with a defeat. 

** O htavf nnoj f the rcdor J!n'J, 

*' The Vine caa viUne/} hf, ' 
" We havt net any cricketer 

" Of/ach actcant ai bt." 

Lite liiingi, in a OionttJ^aer, 

Ta Barham'i reflor eainf. 
Thai in Bourn -paddock knightly Maan 

Had fairly )oA the game. 

•* JVinif reft hii bat," the Aodior/aid, 

" Sitb 'iwill ne btlter bt, 
" 2 Iru/t we haw in Bifhoplbourn, 

" Five haudi at good as be. 

" TetSMtny-ntaJhat! never fof, 

" Bui KcDt return wU make* 
«' And catch or bowl them nut at lebgth, 

** For her lieutCDantB't fafce.'' ■ 

^ bis WW fall •well did Kzm perftrm, 

^/i(r, Bn Scvenoak Vine; 
With fix not in, the game wai won, 

Tlwugh White got fifiy-niDc : 
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For Miller, Wood, and Dorfet then 

DifpUy'd their woDted Ml: 
Jhiu tiidcJ tie hrn'A nuKh f/" Bourn, - 

Won iji tar! Tankerrille. 

G»dfamt ihe king, and IJt/i the Imtd 

With f^eMf mmi increale; 
JadgrmU bencifartk, ikat idle gimu 

Id hurefl'tuBe imy eiafi ! 



END or THi FOURTH VOtUME. 
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